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amour tins Cuportn, A ghs 
Peattning Corparmoon In Racine, wascorain USA 
UNDER COMMAND OF CAPTAIN JAMES T. KIRK, THE STARSHIP ENTERPRISE 
STREAKED THROUGH SPACE TOWARDS THE PLANET KORAK, TO 
INVESTIGATE INTELLIGENCE REPORTS OF ZODIAN ACTIVITY ... 


THE ZODIANS ARE BELIEVED 
TO HAVE SET UP A BASE THERE! 
THEIR EMPIRE'S HOSTILE TO THE 

SPACE FEDERATION! 


ALL ANTI-ATTACK § 
FORCE-FIELDS IN 
OPERATION, SIR! 


THEN, AS ENTERPRISE DREW INTO 
THE PLANET'S ORBIT... 


SCANNER CONTACT, CAPTAIN! LONE 
SHIP APPROACHING, BEARING NINE 


SHE’S ZODIAN, 
ALL RIGHT! ALL 
CREW TO BATTLE 
STATIONS, 

MR. SPOCK! 


RIGHT. PUT HER 
ON THE MAIN SCREEN, 
UHURA! 


THE FULL WEIGHT OF THE ZODIAN’S ARMAMENT 
mea EXPLODED AGAINST THE FORCE SHIELD... BUT 
WITH STAGGERING IMPACT! 


NO DAMAGE, 
CAPTAIN! 


THEY MUST BE CRAZY, 
TAKING ON A SHIP OF OUR 
SIZE! BRACKET THEM, 

SPOCK! 


ZODIAN CREW 
COMING ABOARD, SIR! 
THEY'RE UNARMED! 


CAPTAIN KIRK FOUND HIMSELF OUR FUEL STORE THERE WAS _ 
CONFRONTING SIX BADLY “Sf WRECKED! OUR SHIP COULD |W tHe Beasts! WE WERE THERE 
FRIGHTENED PRISONERS . NOT HAVE PULLED US OUT THEY'RE ONLY A WEEK BEFORE 
OF ORBIT... AWAY FROM... INVINCIBLE... THEY APPEARED.. 
THE TERROR! 


WE HAD TO ATTACK! W 
WE SAW YOU AS A WE ARE THE ONLY 
POSSIBLE MEANS OF SURVIVORS OF OUR 
ESCAPE FROM KORAK! / EXPEDITIONARY FORCE! 


[wittouT CommeENT, KIRK CONSIGNED 
HIS CAPTIVES TO THE CELLS. .. 


WHAT DO YOU MAKE OF 

IT, SPOCK? A PLANET 

GUARDED BY FEARFUL f 
MONSTERS..? 


WE'RE GOING DOWN, SPOCK! 
IF THERE STILL IS A ZODIAN BASE 
ON KORAK, | WANT TO KNOW 
ABOUT ITI 


IT COULD BE A TRICK. THE SIX ZODIANS 
MIGHT HAVE BEEN SACRIFICED TO US, SO TO 
SPEAK. . . IN THE HOPE THAT WE'D GO AWAY..! 


IN GRADUALLY THICKENING ATMOSPHERE THE 
SHUTTLECRAFT SLOWED OVER THE PLANET'S SURFACE. . . 


S 


MY STARS! THEY WERE TELLING 
THE TRUTH! THEIR BASE LOOKS LIKE 
AHURRICANE HIT IT! 


i 
YEEEAGH! LOOK OUT! 
a * 


= 
THE DAMAGED SHUTTLECRAFT, ENGINES ROARING INI 
NEUTRAL, HUNG SUSPENDED IN THE TREES! 


EB) 
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BUT EVEN AS THE MASSIVE JAWS BEGAN 
TO CLOSE FOR THE DEATH-STROKE... 
> 


CAPTAIN! THANK THE STARS. 
YOU'RE OKAY! GET CLEAR, FOR 
PETE'S SAKE! IT’S THE ZODIANS 


THERE WAS NOTHING KIRK COULD DO FOR THE GALLANT 
ZODIANS. GRIMLY, HE RETURNED TO ENTERPRISE. .. 


| AUTHORISED THEM TO 
FOLLOW, CAPTAIN . 
t SOON AS OUR SCANNERS 
> SAW THE ATTACK! THEY 
GREAT JUPITER! SAID CAPTIVITY WAS A 
} DISHONOUR. .. 


B) DELIBERATE SUICIDE, 


TO GET CLEAR! 
\ BRAVE MEN. LET’S HOPE OUR 


TWO EMPIRES LEARN FROM THEIR 
EXAMPLE. IT COULD BE A STEP 
TOWARDS UNDERSTANDING. 


IN THE GARDEN... 


LOOK, FLYING SAUCERS, 
MOONY! 
WHERE'S MICKY? 
HE’S PROMISED TO HELP US 
{ I’LL JUST TRY OUT MY 
) NEW BOOMERANG! 


GOOD OL’ MICKY! 
COO, | BET HE’S 


SEARCH FOR Him 
FELLERS! 


FELLERS! 
COME ON! 


OWWWW! LITTLE [/ SO YOU WANT YOUR 
PESTS! THAT’S ALL “FLYING SAUCER’! 
YOUR FAULT! OKAY — YOU HAVE IT! 


HE'S DONE IT! SUPER! I'M 
A REAL FLYING SAUCER! GETTING THE 
KNACK! 


re HEE-HEE! NEVER MIND, 
3 MICKY! JUST SEND US 
BACK TO THE MOON! 


ooops! 


OOOEERRR! I’M bizzy! WE’RE OFF! 


W-WHERE'S THE MOON? 


HA, HA! 
SORRY FELLERS — IT’S HIT THE 
YOU'LL HAVE TO CLOTHES-LINE! 
COME BACK! VES WHAT A GIGGLE! 


HANG ON, FELLERS, 
WE'VE MADE A 
SAFE LANDING. 


THAT'S MICKY AGAIN! 
I'LL ‘BOOMERANG’ HIM! 


THAT SOPPY SAUCER'S 
GOING OFF ORBIT! 


WHOA, MA‘! 
OOEEERR. .. LET'S BE 
FRIENDS! 
ah 


POOR OL’ MICKY! q 
HE JUST SENT SAUCERS FLYING! 
COO, | BET HE WISHES HE WERE 
SAFE ON THE MOON! 


Hay 
, 


* 
“4 « 
oe mae 
= Sse 


IN HIS SECRET 

ROLE AS SPIDER- 
MAN, PETER 
PARKER FOUGHT 
EV. AND 

INJUSTICE, YET, 

70 MOST OF THE 
PUBLIC, HE 
APPEARED A COMMON 
CROOK ANO WAS 
CONSTANTLY HOUNDED, 
ONE DAY, PETER 

WAS WORKING ON 
HIS SPIDER-MAN 
SQUIPMMENT WHEN 
THERE WAS A 

KNOCK AT THE 
DOOR... 


HEY, PETE. 
YOU HOME ?, 


11'S HARRY AND 
SOMEONE ELSE. HAVE TO 
H/DE EVERYTHING 
FAST! 


/1 BROUGHT 


FLASH! YOU'VE 
GOT A SWEET 
NERVE SHOWING 
YOUR FACE 
AROUND HERE! 


ATEASE, 
JUNIOR! T 


TRY KEEPING 
ME AWAY -I'LL BE 
THERE AS FAST 

ASI CAN : 


©4no TM MARVEL COMIC GROUP, MAGAZINE MANAGEMENT COMPANY ING. 


WELL, IF YOU'RE 


LEVELLING WITH 
ME, I'D BETTER 


CALL THE LADY! 


SOON, PETER HAD SORTED 
THINGS OUT WITH 6WEN. 


OKAY, PETE, I'LL FORGIVE YOU 
THIS TIME. HOW ABOUT 


SEE THE NEW 


Ler S 


AWAY AGAIN, 
YOU MIGHT 
NOT BE SO 
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THEY'VE GOWE/ NOW THE 
PRIZE CHUMP OF ALL TIME 
HAS A LOT OF MAKING UP, 

TO DO ! 


AND SPIDER-MAN 


JUST WHEN I THOUGHT THINGS COULDN'T GET ANY 
WORSE, 1 LEARN I’M STILL BATTING A THOUSAND 
WITH GWEN. . .AND SUDDENLY, I HAVEN'T GOT A 

q WORRY IN THE WORLD / 


IT WASNT LONG BEFORE SPIDER-MAN 
REACHED THE MUSEUM. 


SOON, PETER AND GWEN WERE 
REUNITED... Bs 


PETER. HOW DID 
YOU GET HERE SO. ..? 


ONLY YESTERDAY 
1 THOUGHT I'D NEVER 


‘SUIT OF MINE! NOW, 
I CAN'T WAIT FOR 


KS HER TO SEE IT! 
ae 


WWE LEARNT NEVER 
TO KEEP A PRETTY, 
GIRL WAITING. . 


SAY~ THERE'S YOUR 
FATHER! THATS STRANGE. 
HE WALKED RIGHT PAST~ A: 

THOUGH HE DIDN'T EVEN 

NOTICE US! 


IDENLY. . - 
SUODENLY =r paws gay 
IT! WHY IS MY SP/DER SENSE 
STARTING 10 TINGLE AT A'TIME, 
LIKE THIS ? NOTHING’S 
HAPPENING ~ AS FAR 
ASI CAN 7&de / 


yf | GUESS HE'S TOO 
BUSY WORRYING ABOUT 
ALL THE PAINTINGS THAT 
HE'S IN CHARGE OF GUARDING/ 
CONSIDERING THEIR VALUE, 
IT'S A MIGHTY BIG 
RESPONSIBILITY ! 


\V: JAMESON - EDITOR OF THE DAILY 
BUGLE - WAS ALSO AT THE MUSEUM. 


THAT CRY= IT'S 
{ COMING FROM THE 
PRIVATE ROOM- 
THE ONE DAD 
HAS ENTERED! 


WHERE IN 
DON’T you BLAZES 1S 
THINK IT'S A 
LITTLE LATE 
FOR THAT? 


WHAT IF THE THIEF THERE'S 
INJURED HIM. . OR 
TOOK HIM CAPTIVE ? 


SECONDS LATER... 


NOBODY 
PETE.. .I’M 


LEAVES 
WITHOUT fh WORRIED 
IDENTIFICATION. + + -ABOUT 
DAD! 


NO WONDER “<<9S 
MY SPIDEY ~ SENSE YJ 
WAS T/NGLING 7 


BUT...WE SAW YOU... 
AT THE MUSEUM / 


FINALLY, AFTER ALL THOSE PRESENT HAD| BUT THEN, AS THEY OPENED THE 
BEEN CHECKED OUT. . + DOOR TO GWEN STACY’S 


I'LL GET GWEN _HOME- I'VE 
A HUNCH IT'LL BE TIME FOR 
SPIDER-MAN TO TAKE 
OVER! 


> IF -1F ANYTHING'S 
. HAPPENED 10 DAD... 


Y 2 OF COURSE I’M 
HOME ! I HAVEN'T 
LEFT YET / 


I DON'T UNDERSTAND! 
I'VE BEEN HERE ALL DAY... 
OR I THINK I HAVE! EVERY- 

THING'S SO HAZY... SO, 

CONFUSED \N MY MIND. 


YOU'D BETTER SNAP OUT OF | SUZ, EVEN AS THE CLOUD OF SUSPICION ELSEWHERE, THE MOOD WAS FAR MORE 
Ts f SEEMED TO DEEPEN OVER THE RETIRED VUBILANT. » » 

T, STACY: THOSE PAINTINGS | SEEMED 70 DEEPEW OVE FS CAPT. Jon, J 

55 YOU‘VE DONE AN) 70.464 

| EXCELLENT  \@A 


FEARED! 1 MUST 
HAVE BEEN DRUGGED.’ 
BUT HOW? AND BY 
WHOM ? 


IT WAS SO CH/LDISHLY SIMPLE 

FOR ME TO STEAL INTO YOUR 

ROOM AND ADMINISTER THOSE 

KNOCK-OUT DROPS INTO YOUR 
OPEN DECANTER / 


BUT VOW, THE 
NEED FOR MY LITTLE 
MASQUERADE HAS 

lig? AND 


THEN, ALL I HAD TO 
DO WAS ALLOW YOU TOY 
Les THE DAY AWAY 


WHILE I TOOK THE 
LIBERTY OF ASSUMING 


YOUR /DENTITY é 
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.. «MY CAPTAIN STACY MASK’ 
MAY JOIN pla ell LITTLE 


+ AS THE UNBEATABLE 
CHAMELEON BASKS IN THE 
GLOW OF His 15 LATEST 


ATCH 0 O/ 
CAN STOP ME FOR TAM 
PATHE WORLD'S GREATEST 
i ISTER OF 


ow DAD 
hee CAN’T BE Cunry: AND IF| 
\'M R/GHT.. .|T MEANS SOME ~ 


(G7 'T'S BEEN | 
Y $0 L0NG, | 


I'VE GOT TO CATCH 
HIM AND_REGAIN THE 
PAINTINGS ‘NT'S THE 

ONLY WAY TO CLEAR 
CAPTAIN STACY'S NAME! 
BUT MY ONLY CHANCE 

15 TO MAKE HIM , 
STRIKE AGAIN! 


NEVER Fh IND 


~ = “MIR IN N LUCK 
AND I KNOW R R 
JUST THE MAN SOF Fs Seesaw’ s 


TO HELP ME 
a i 


SO I'VE 
GOT TO 
DECOY HIM 
OUT INTO THE 
OPEN! 


IT'S A PLEASURE TO 
SEE ONE CITIZEN WHO 
DOESN'T GET ALL 


UPTIGHT AT THE 
SIGHT OF ME / 


ANNOUNCE A 
SPECIAL 
MEETING, 
INVOLVING A 


iM A NEWS~ 
MAN, MISTER! 


IF YOU DO ASI SAY- YOU'LL HAVE A 
SCOOP ON THE GUY WHO STOL 
¥) 


I’LLGO YOU 
ONE BE7TER, 

} WALL-CRAWLER/ 
THERE /S SUCH 


FRONT PAGE, 
TREATMENT . 


BUT YOU BETTER 
KNOW WHAT YOU'RE 
DOING, MAN... 
‘CAUSE JAMESON 
WILL HAVE MY HIDE 
IF I PLAY UP A DULL 
YARN LIKE THAT FOR 
NOTHING / 


BOTH 
TAKING A 
CHANCE: 


TO HAVE MY HEAD 
FOR TRUSTING 
- AND YET... 


m3 OUGHT 


XAMINED 
HIM. 


FAITH, J.R. 
IT'S TIME FOR 
THE PAY-OFF! 


THE NEXT DAY. . + WE INTERRUPT = 


OUR REGULAR SHOW TO BRING YOU 
THIS TY NEWS SPECIAL / IN A 
COPYRIGHT RELEASE, THE DA/LY 
BUGLE HAS FRONT- PAGED THE 
LARGEST BOND TRANSACTION 
i IN HISTORY / 


WITH THAT MUCH DOUGH 
AT STAKE, YOU'D THINK THEY‘O eal 
WANT TO KEEP IT QU/ET.! J 


WZ 


BRE. 
THAT MEETING 


IF_YOU WANT 
TO MAKE 
YOURSELF 
CHANCE TO 


SPLIT 
Q Just WHAT | 


HEY, 
PARKER! 
bY WHAT ARE 


CAN‘T BE ANY 

SLIP-UPS.. .OR 
IT'LL BE SP/DEY’S 

NECK ... INSTEAD 
OF HS / = 


LUCKY FOR ME THAT ALL THESE 


THEY'RE JUST BELOW ME! 
ney Gu ennes HAVE A/R VENT, 


‘TS! IT'S A LOT MORE 


1 CAN HEAR THEM THROUGH 


THE INLAID CEILING PANELS! 
DRAMATIC 
THAN 


TAKING 
THE 


AND THE 


OPENING ONE OF THE CEILING PANELS, SPIDER-MAN 
|SUODENLY MAOE HIS DRAMATIC ENTRY TO THE MEETING. 


| OKAY, CHAMELEON. .. THE PARTY'S 
|OVER.’ 1 KNOW WHICH ONE YOU ARE! 


CHAMELEON? ; 
WHAT/S HE Sy STOP HIM! 
TALKING HE'S HERE TO 
ABOUT ? 


I KNOW HE'S HERE. . .BUT MY SPIDEY- 


You'VE HAD IT, 


THE MAN |S 
BS ‘WHAT'S 
HE TALKING 

ABOUT ? 


HOLD /7, MISTER! I 
SENSE CAN'T NARROW IT DOWN! MY 7OLD YOU I WASN'T 
TIME’S RUNNING OUT I'VE GOT TO KIDDING? 1/LL JUST 
TAKE A GAMBLE. . «MAYBE I'LL SEPARATE YOU FROM 
GUESS RIGHT! THE ONE i aad | 


- TRYING TO EDGE AWAY. 


YOUR MASK 


|IT’S SPIDER-MAN... 


WE'VE GOT THE 60008 
ON HIM AT LAST / 
"4 


VAMESON.. . AND 
THE POLICE / NOW 
UM REALLY IN 
THE SOUP! GOT TO () 
GET AWAY / 
BEFORE IT'S 
700 LATE.’ 


SHOOT H/M, 
YOU FOOL. 
SHOOT HIM! 
YOU MAY NEVER 
GET ANOTHER 
CHANCE 
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STOP HIM! 

STOP HiM! 
HE'S TRYING 
TO K/LL ME! 


HOW ran 

WITH YO 

STANDING | IN 
“THE WAY ? 


THE CHAMELEON IS BOUND 


THE POLICEMAN'S ONE MOMENT OF HESITATION GAVE 
SPIDER-MAN HIS FREEDOM... 


IT'S BEEN 
| A FIASCO SO 


TO THINK HE’S WON.’ MAYBE 
HIS SELF-CONFIDENCE 
WILL HELP GET HIM 
OFF-GUARD / 


VWVE GOT 10 WATCH 
THEY LEAVE THE 
BUILDING! IF HE SNATCHED 
THE BONDS...HE'LL PROBABLY] 
TAKE OFF IN A O/FFERENT 
IDENTITY / 


THEY'RE 
STARTING 


KEEP EVERYONE 
BACK! GIVE ‘EM 
ROOM! _¥ 


NEVER MIND US. 
WHY HAVEN'T YOU 
CAUGHT SP/DER- 
MAN YET? 
IFONLY < 
YQ THEY Don’, 
LOOK UP 
O For THE 
NEXT FEW 
MINUTES / 


Y THERE HE /S./1 SEE 
HIM, IT'S THE ONLY ONE 
HE CAN BE / 


yOU MADE 
THE BIGGEST 
MISTAKE OF 
YOUR LIFE 
THIS TIME, 
CHAMELEON 


<2 


YOU CHOSE 
THE IDENTITY 
OF THE ONE 

PERSON I 

KNEW YOU 

COULDN'T 
\ BE! 


V'VE NO MORE USE \ 
FOR HIM THAN YOU | 
« «BUT YOU CAN'T 
HITA K/D JUST | 
"CAUSE HE'S TAKEN 


SO MANY PICTURES | 
OF You ! 


I DIDN'T 
WANT TO H/T 
Ma. oT 
ED TO 
YANK HIS MASK 
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A SCUFFLE FOLLOWED, AND SUDDENLY, AS 


FREED HIMSELF, HE TOOK DRAMATIC ACTION. . . 


THE KID5 GONE 
GRAZY! HE'S 
TOSSING A 

6ome ! 


“MPOSTOR | 


I TOLD YOU IT WASN'T 
PETER PARKER! NOW 
R MAYBE YOU'LL REALIZE 
b WHAT'S HAPPENING / 


Tex 


ne 


MAKE IT, 
HARMLESS. 


MEANWHILE, THE CHAMELEON 
WAS ON THE RUN... 


BUT AS HE TRIED 70 DRIVE AWAY, 
SPIDER-MAN'S FANTASTIC STRENGTH 
WELD THE CARAT BAY... 


GET OUT 
OF THERE, 
MAC! I NEED 
THESE WHEELS 
MORE THAN 
you / 


OWE THING I ALWAY: 

TOLD YOU, FALSE FACE 

+» «SOME GUYS DON’T 
B) KNOW WHEN TO QUIT.’ 


if NOW DON’T BE 
Wf BASHFUL, BOY! 
C/MON OUT! OKAY, 


SPIDER-MAN PINNED HIS ADVERSARY 70 
THE GROUND. AND THE NEXT MOMENT 


HERE'S THE VA 
ONE WHO STOLE 


THEN... .1T WASNT 
SPIDER-MAN: IT WAS... 


THE CHAMELEON! 


FIRST, HE IMPERSONATED CAPTAIN STACY 
ATTHE MUSEUM... AND THEN 


AS A PEANUT-BRAINED PUBLISHER. 


PETER PARKER,’ 
HERE! AS FOR YOU, JAMESON... YOU SHOULD 
BE GLAD I DIDN'T SUSPECT HE WAS DISGUISED, 


AND IT'S GONNA. 
STAY My SECRET... 
FOR AS LONG AS. 
SPIDER-MAN L/VES/ 


7 
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WONDER IF THESE'LL 


DO MY CORNS 
ANY GOOD? 


Man. Well, Lad. How 
are your marks at 
school? 


Boy. Underwater, 4 


mister. [e 

Man. Underwater? NY 
What does that 1 3 
mean? @ was 
Boy. They're all RRO. 
below ‘C’ level. ey 


AUGH- 


Animal Crackers. 
As one fish said to another 
as they swam round the 


pond. “Listen, I'll tell you 
a secret if you promise not 
to tell a Shoal.” 

Orthe pig who complained 
to-his wife that when he 
came home he wanted the 
place to look like a pigsty. 
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Boy. A packet of 
birdseed, mister. 
Man. Certainly, 
sonny. What kind of 
bird do you have. 
Boy. | haven't got 
a bird... 1 want to 
grow one. 


HE'S JUST GONE 
AWAY FOR A 
LONG STRETCH/ 


5555555555 SSS5SE5EE5 
: 
(h) 
Hy “I've just come back from 2] COME AND LOOK, 
og exploring the land of the KIDS-DEAD CENTRE! 
| Werawe people in Africa.” iQ 
“The Werawe? Who are @ 
@ they?” iq 
@ “Well, they‘re little people @ 
(9 who live in the forest where e 
the grass grows above their 
Ta] heads. To find out where they‘re Hl 
Tal going, they keep jumping up | 
@ yelling: ‘Where are we? Where Tal 
a are we?’” g 
a @ 
ASSESS SSSSSSSSSSSSSqg se 
ia cannes 
& 8 
SY 8 The old car 
8 8 heezed on 
%) Boy. Hey. What wheezed o1 
are all those 8 to the toll 
holes in that § bridge. 
2 wood for, 3 ite gate ae 
mister. eeper lean 
S Man.What— ©& out of the 
S those holes? = pay-box and 
They're knot said: "Ten 
& Sy 
holes. : Ry new pence.” 
RY Boy. Well, if 8 The man in 
§) they‘re not the car leaped 
EX) Holes what are out and 
8 they then? S replied: 
8 § Done. 
SY 8 
Deoouccocuce PPPPPPADPAM 


CLASSROOM CAPERS 
“Where was the Magna Carta signed, boy?” 
“At the bottom, sir.” 
“Why have you brought your toy guns to school?” 
“You were going to teach us to draw today.” 
“Smith. Why are you always late?” 
“Cos you ring the bell before | get here.” 
“When is the best time to, pick apples?” 
“When the farmer's in bed.” 
“What are you going to be when you leave school?” 
“Happy.” ei 
“Who beat the Philistines?” 
“Don't know, sir. | only follow the 1st Division.” 
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THE MAE NACE OF THE 


BLACK MUSEUM 


Museum looked brooding and sinister. 

Its barred windows reflected the leaden 
clouds which moved on a stiffening wind. 
Leafless branches, like witches’ gnarled 
fingers, whipped creakingly with each win- 
tery gust., 

The Senior Form of Delwood Modern Secondary 
School moved wearily across the rain-shining 
forecourt and tried to look interested. They did 
this in the hopes of impressing History Master 
Mr. Snell. But at least a visit to the Museum was 
better than an ordinary lesson. 

To Don Rigby and Jack Neal the visit was 
different. They knew the Museum and the 
frightening, uncanny secret it held. For a strange 
lens in a torch the pals owned had the effect of 
bringing exhibits within the Museum to life. 
What they had already seen no one else would 
ever believe. 

“Rigby, are you chewing?’ Mr. Snell asked. 
His voice was sharp. ‘Get rid of it!” 

“Swallow it, Don,” Jack Neal whispered, 
grinning. “Old Snell's had his eye on you...” 

“That's enough, Neal!’ the watchful Mr. Snell 
rasped. They were not two of his favourites. ‘| 
trust you'll show the same interest when it’s a 
matter of work.” 

The whole Form cheered up. Then the strange 
chill air of the Museum was about them, its 
echoes magnifying the sound of their feet. The 
exhibits loomed shadowy despite the electric 
lights burning. There was the musty smell of 
woodwork and age. 

The two friends worked their way to the end 
of the party. They feared the Museum and yet it 
fascinated them. Also they preferred to keep away 
from Mr. Snell's eagle eye. 

His voice was droning on about the contents 
of three show-cases. One held a pair of 18th 
Century flintlock pistols. The way Mr. Snell 
talked about them made them seem priceless. 

“A real ‘drag’,”” Jack murmured. ‘Have you 
any of those wine-gums left?” 

“You know jolly well | haven't. | had to 
swallow the last... .” 


[: the pale afternoon light the Garvin 


Don’‘s whisper tailed off. He had a vague idea 
that Mr. Snell was saying something about a 
notorious highwayman who had finished on the 
gallows at Tyburn. He was also aware that his 
friends near him were grinning. 

“Rigby, Neal, what was | saying?” Mr. Snell 
had moved from the show-case. He eyed his 
non-favourites bleakly. ‘Just repeat the dates 
and information | gave.” ‘ 

“Er, yes, sir...” Don began to guess wildly. 
“He owned the pistols ... A highwayman... Red 
Nick...” 

Jack Neal nodded and added two incorrect 
dates. He read these from a musket nearby. 

Stifled laughter rang through the Museum. The 


history lesson had taken an unexpected turn. 

“NICK REDD!” said Mr. Snell loudly and very 
slowly. 

“That's right,” Jack said, hastily agreeing. ‘His 
horse was —was —’’ He could only think of Dick 
Turpin’s famous horse. 

“Lightning!’" prompted Mr. Snell. “Both of you 
will write an essay on the life and death of Nick 
Redd. You'll search the libraries and the Museum 
archives for all the information available." 

“But...” they started, “but... ..” 

“You'll do it as a ‘project’,”” the chill tones 
continued. “| shall expect two thousand words 
as the minimum.” 

The rest of the Form had become very quiet 
and unusually attentive. Old Snell was not one to 
get on the wrong side of. Projects were both 
tedious and difficult to write. 

“Phew, it'll take us the whole weekend!” 
Jack said the moment the Museum visit was over. 
“That's not all, either. | mean, that’s only the 
writing part.” 

“He had it in for us. Gathering the information 
is almost impossible —it could take weeks,” the 
horrified Don added. 

“You and your Red Nick. That's what got to 
him! The other clowns laughed. He thought you 
did it deliberately,’’ Jack said. 

They gazed back at the forbidding Museum 


Mr. Snell eyed his non-favourites bleakly. “Rigby, Neal, what was I saying?” 


Um * 


Lup, 


building with its swaying trees and wind-lashed 
shrubs. The iron railings looked like grinning 
teeth. 

The work ahead shocked them. It meant no 
Sports Club in the evenings, no badminton. The 
weekend football match would also be without 
two spectators. How could they swiftly gather 
enough accurate information to write two thou- 
sand words each? 

Don caught his breath sharply. He stared at 
Jack and each knew what the other was thinking. 
The TORCH! The torch which had the weirdly 
carved crystal lens bearing the emblem of an eye. 

“Dare we?” Don stared at the leaden-hued 
sky-line. 

“It's a chance,” Jack said slowly. ‘I'm game 
if you are. The Museury opens for two hours this 
evening. We'll take the torch and shine it onto the 
pistols in the case!” 


t was dark when they returned to the Museum. 

Street lamps gleamed fitfully onto wet, 

gleaming pavements. The sky was moonless 
and a suggestion of mist from the canal made the 
air even more chill. 

The side-door was open. It would be closed 
at 8 p.m., this being the one evening the Museum 
could still be viewed by the public. Within the 
stone, dimly lit corridor one or two students were 


y 
APs 


making for the Egyptology room. 

Don brought out the torch. It was small, quite 
ordinary and with a new battery. It was only the 
crystal lens which gave it the uncanny power. 
They had found the lens in the Museum’s grounds 
after the original glass from the torch had been 
lost. They had pressed the lens back into the 
torch by mistake. 

The show-case with the pistols stood in a 
zone of deep shadow. Don switched on the torch 
and directed the beam onto the case. 

There was no one else present. The carved 
‘eye’ in the torch glowed brilliantly, its beam 
having an uncanny glitter no ordinary lens could 
have produced. 

“Switch off,” Jack said sharply. He had 
changed his mind. “I'd feel safer doing old Snell's 
project the hard way . . .” The rest died on his lips. 

Don had already switched off. He stood rooted, 
his palm moist where it clutched the torch. His 
stomach seemed to have tightened into a knot. 

The show-case went hazy. What seemed like 
mist swirled around it. As their gaze finally 
penetrated the mist it dawned on them the two 
pistols were gone. 

Don sucked in his breath. From the corner of 
his eye he could see Jack staring fixedly towards 
an alcove beyond the glass show-case. His own 
gaze followed. Something —someone —stood 
there! Someone in a long, dark coat and a three- 
cornered hat. 

The very shadows seemed to explode. They 
could hear the creak of leather as long riding- 
boots shifted position. The pale oval of a pock- 
marked face had dark eyes staring back at them. 
The expression was mocking; Nick Redd had 
not been unhandsome. He had lived dangerously 
and the recklessness showed. 

Don tried to speak. His tongue was dry and 
no words could be uttered. Jack was very white, 
silent too. Only thoughts could race through 
their minds. 

It was impossible now to ask questions. They 
must have been mad to even consider it. How 
could they ask this grim, mocking figure about his 
past life? The career which had ended on 
Tyburn’s gibbet? 

Nick Redd moved. The half-amused glance 
travelled across them, eyes boring into their 
minds. With a slight swagger he thrust from 
behind the heavy show-case. There was no 
sound. They saw his broad shoulders as he strode 
for the door. 

“Follow him,” Jack managed to say. -“‘Oh 
gosh!" 

Don nodded. They too hurried out into the 
chill, misty air. It was all unreal, a kind of in- 
credible nightmare. They saw him again. They 
also saw the moving outline of a large restive 
horse. : 

“Lightning! Jack whispered, having good 
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reason to recall the horse’s name. 
mounting up.” 

With a lithe movement the dark-clad figure 
swung into the saddle and spurred towards the 
open side gates. They saw him vanishing in the 
direction of the Delwood Common Road. 

They glanced at each other. Both of them 
started to run, breathlessly following. Something 
was going to happen! What that something was 
they hardly dared guess! 


“Look, he's 


They ran wildly. A mile took them to the far 
side of the Common. In the darkness, far ahead, 
they made out the lights of Delwood Modern 
Secondary School. They remembered there had 


Within the Garvin Museum, the very 
shadows seemed to explode. Don and Jack 
heard the creak of leather as long riding 
boots shifted position. The pale oval of a 
pock-marked face stared at them. Somehow, 
the mysterious power of their torch had 
given the still statue of Nick Redd, high- 
wayman, life. 


been special evening classes to do with the 
Institute. 4 

“No sign of him,” Don said. 

“Look!"’ Jack was pointing. “For Pete’s sake... 
There —someone on foot!” 

A familiar figure was lurching along the grass 
which bordered the Common foot-path. They 
recognised the walk at once. 

“Old Snell!” Don said breathlessly. “He takes a 
night class on Commerce. What's the matter 
with him?” 

The master’s walk was faltering, uncertain. 
They reached him and heard his startled gasp as 
they loomed from the shadows. His face was 
white and then relief. made the colour visibly 
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return. 

“Sir?” Don stood uncertainly. “Are you all 
right?” 

Mr. Snell nodded. Never had he gazed on Don 
and Jack with a greater approval. He seemed like 
aman who had just received a reprieve. 

“Rigby .... The horse! Did you see it? A 
rider?” His voice was still shaking. “Someone — 
well —dressed like a highwayman. He came up 
tomeand..... of 

The words tailed away. He obviously was 
afraid to say more, afraid to take the listeners into 
his confidence. As a master he had a certain 
superiority it seemed vital to maintain. 

“Nick Redd,” Don said thoughtfully, not quite 
sure whether to keep silent. “Like you were 
telling us about at the museum, Sir? You think 
TREE Ors eo & 

“No, of course not! I'm afraid I've been 
imagining things. The mist —someone exercising a 
horse. Take no notice, Rigby,’ Mr. Snell answered 
swiftly. 

Nothing now would ever make him explain 
about the terrible figure which had ridden up 
from the mist.,He could still picture the pock- 
marked face and the mocking, chill eyes. He had 
known fear, the kind of fear it was impossible to 
reason wit'. 

“The project you gave us. That was about Nick 
Redd,’ Jack reminded. “You told us to find out 
his life history. You said... . . 

“Oh, forget it! | don’t want it done,” Snell 
sharply broke in. His voice was anxious, “just 
pay attention in future, that’s all. No! The life of a 
highwayman is hardly of interest... . . 5 

He stopped again, looking behind him. With 
an unexpected ‘Good Night’, he strode swiftly 
towards the lights of the school. 

Jack and Don gazed at each other. A wild, 
incredulous delight made it difficult to stop from 
cheering. The punishment project had been 
withdrawn! They were free men! Their spare time 
was once more their own. 

“He helped us! Nick Redd . . | wonder if 
he did it on purpose? | mean, is it possible?” 

“Don't ask me,” Jack said. “He must have 
scared Snell from his boots. Pheew, we've been 
lucky. Let's leave it at that.” 

They turned for home. Neither had any wish 

to walk back close to the Museum. Not that it 
would matter. They both knew that the pistols 
would safely be back within the glass case. 
. Nick Redd, or whatever it was, had completed 
his mission. Again the Menace Museum would 
close on one of its secrets. The torch had done its 
work, though not quite as expected. 

“Tell you what. | don’t think old Nick was too 
bad a bloke,” Don exclaimed. “You know, | 
think he was on our side.” 

“He was bound to be. He was against law and 
order!’ Jack said. 


MINEY, MOE AND 
EENIE MEENIE... MAGIC 
SPELL, 

GENMIEL 


| MADE you 


APPEAR...SO YOU 
H HAVE TO GRANTMY 
A REAL WISHES, GENIE! 
GENIE! 


BUILD ME 


LIKE THAT! 


1'M BUILDING A CASTLE 
LIKE YOU SAID! ITILL BUT LISTEN, LADY,...1F | KNEW 
PROBABLY BE FINISHED | CAN'T YOU ‘ANY MAGIC, | WOULDN'T BE 
HERE GOES. 2 IN ABOUT SO YEARS! BUILD IT BY WASTING MY. uinld apne 
a MAGIC? AROUND Hi 


GOSH, TH: 
DISAPPOINTING! LADY, HOW CAN 
‘Buy GOLD wiTHouT BUT I 

ANY MONEY 2 HAVEN'TGOT 


ANY MONEY! 
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INO MONEY ? THEN 
HOW ARE You GOING, 
To PAY ME? 


YOU DON'T EXPECT ME TO YOU'D BETTER | CAN'T 
WORK FOR NOTHING, DO YOU ? GO BACK WHERE V Go BACK! you've 
THE GENIE’S UNION WOULD KICK you CAME FROM: } GOT TO SEWD 

‘ME OUT! THERE'S BEEN A ME BACK WITH 
MISTAKE ! A SPELL! 


you MEAN, 
SHE'S GOT TO 
PAY YOU? 


Bur Loony THEN I'LL STAY... THIS IS. LET'S FLY AWAY... 


‘VOW AND YOU'LL HAVE TERRIBLE! MAYBE HE WON'T THAT'S A 
SPELL TO SEND TO PAY ME BY THE WHAT WiLL BE ABLE TO FOLLOW GOOD IDEA! 
YOU BACK! HOUR! 1002 us! 


WHAT KINI \| 


OF JOB CAN 


FOR JUST A 
BIT EXTRA you 


JOE 
OUGHT TO 
BEA REAL 
success! 
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CARTER SLADE-A 
SCHOOLTEACHER FROM 
OHIO - HAD BEEN GIVEN 
SOME DUST BY AN 
INDIAN MEDICINE MAN, 
WHICH WHEN RUBBED 
ON TO 7 HINGS, MADE 
THEM LUMINOUS. BY 
| OVERINGHS CLOTHES, 
| CARTER GAVE HIMSELF 
| THE APPEARANCE OF A 
GHOST, AND IN HIS ROLE 
AS 'GHOST RIDER! HE 
FOUGHT EVIL AND 
INJUSTICE. ONE NIGHT: 
HE HEARD SHOTS 
COMING FROM TOWN, 
AND RODE TO 
INVESTIGATE .. 


LET THOSE WHO WOULD POISON THE 
WITH THEIR EVIL VENOM NOW Fac! 
TERRIBLE IGEAN 


FRONTIER 
2 THE 


ICE OF HE WHO RIDE: 
THE NIGHT WINDS / 


THE OUTLAW’S SHOT ALERTED 
THE SHERIFF. 


DOWN THAT 


STOP-OR ILL 
DRILL YOU-THROW 


MONEY SACK 
AO Se FOR 4 
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BUT THE ROBBERS SHOWED LITTLE 
RESPECT FOR THE LAW, ANP... 


AND, AS THE REMAINING TWO REACHED 
THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN... 


YOU'VE HAD YOUR WARNINi 
| GUESS VVLL HAVE TO USE A 
LANGUAGE YOU. UNDERSTAND! 


Vi Don's KNow WTHEN, iF youpo 


WHO YUH THINK | \ NOT FEAR ME. 


Wie 


THEN, AS THE GHOST RIDER DROVE THE 
TWO BANDITS TOWARDS TOWN ++ 


HOLD ON THERE! THOSE VARMINTS: 
4RE UNDER ARREST ! 


LWAS ON MY Way 
TO DELIVER THEM 
TO YOU! 


DON’T GO FEEDIN’ ME ANY 
FANCY YARNS, MISTER —'COS: 
| GOT YOUR NUMBER, TOO! 


YOU'RE MAKING A 
GRAVE MISTAKE, 
SHERIFF... 


FIGHT ON THE 
SAME SIDE ! 


AND NO MAN HUH? DONYT PULL 


ACTON ME! WARN 

YOU... LL SHOOT! 

OKAY, MISTER — YOU 
ASKED FOR IT 


FINALLY, BEN BROOKS GAVE UP AND LED 


ik iT 
YOU CAN'T 6E WS PRISONERS AWAY... 


AWAY FROM MB! 
NO MAN COULD 


YOU WILL SOON 
REALISE HOW 


Za 


ALONE? | 

"GM BY MYSELF ! THE 

GHOST RIDER HAD THE 

CRITTERS ALL WRAPPED 

UP WHEN | GOT TO 
'EM / 


DION'T Bet 


Fwew., rHeRe's NOTHING GAN PO. 
/, | RECKON WE'D ALL 


| AIN‘T FIT TO NAB A COMMON, 
BUNCH 0° CROOKS— MUCH LESS, 
A SLICK ONE LIKE THE 
GHOST RIDER~| HAD 'M 
COLD— AN’ He aor 


NEXT MORNING, THE ‘GHOST RIDER’ 
IRESUMED THE IDENTITY OF CARTER 
SLADE, SCHOOLTEACHER... 


[..AND 50, GENERAL WASHINGTON 
he LED HIS TROOPS ACROSS THE—. 


EXCUSE ME, MR.SLADE!) 
CAN | HAVE A WORD 
WITH YOU 2 


ERR...| DON'T KNOW IF 

MLL BB GOING TO THE CIRCUS, 
MISS BROOKS! IF | DO, ILL 
SEE YOU THERE! 


BOYS AND GIRLS— 
A_CIRCUS |S COMING... 

50 TODAY IS A 
HOLIDAY / 


HEY, KIDS... HERE 
IT COMES! AND THERE'S 


YOU'LL BE THRILLED AND 
CHILLED BY THE GREATEST 
WILD ANIMAL ACT EVER 


4 
/LL 62 ADANO Y He's THe GeEsTEST.| | AND AS 4 WEARY TEACHER ARRIVEDAT OF COURBE, NAMIE! | WOULON/T 
MK Hi THE END OF THE PARADE... MISS IT MYSELF! NOW RUN ALONG 
AND HAVE A GOOD TIME! ILL 
CARTER— V’VE NEVER SEEN SEE YOU LATER ! 
ANYTHING LIKE THIS / WE GAN 6D SEI 
THE SHOW TONIGHT, CAN/T WE 7 


| ADANO DOES NOT CARE WHAT. 
YOU THINK! (M THE GREATEST 
ANIMAL TRAINER AND | WANT 

MORE MONEY... you're 


NOTHING BUT AN 


P I-I(M SORRY, 
GET AWAY FROM SIR! THAT 
THAT CAGE, BOY! J) VARMINT DOES 
YOU WANT YOUR Look AWFUL 
eis) MEAN / 


BUT | HAVE GONE 
STRAIGHT NOW... AND 
YOUR CIRCUS WOULD 

BE NOTHING 
WITHOUT ME / 


CW 


YOU AIN‘T GETTIN’ NO RAISE, 
AND THAT’S FINAL ! 


V Barton’s GONNA Pay FOR VVE SERVED TIME FOR ROBBERY 

THIS! NO ONE INSULTS THE AND BARTON HOLDS IT OVER MY 

GREAT ADANO AND GEIS AWAY HEAD-AND WON‘T GIVE ME A 

WITH IT, EVEN IF IT MEANS RAISE! IF GOIN’ STRAIGHT 

THE RETURN OF THE DOESN/T Pay, MAYBE | SHOULD 
COUGAR ! GO BACK TO CRIME / 


PAYS! JUST TAKE IT EASY! 
| THINGS'LL WORK OUT / 


[7 tars easy 
FOR YOLI TO SAy, 
PHILLIP... WHEN I 
MAKE YOUR LIVING 
FOR YOU ! 


YOU KNOW CRIME NEVER MOMENTS LATER: AN EXCITED VAMIE 
RELATE WHAT HE'D HEARD... 


DONT YOU THINK 
GHOST RIDER OUGHT 
TO LOOK INTO IT 7 


PERHAPS, JAMIE? 
BUT RIGHT NOW IT’S 
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CARTER —|WAS WONDERING 
IF YOU'D COME! I THINK YOU'VE 
Met My ioe CLAY 


THANK YOU, LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN! FOR MY 
NEXT FEAT, | 


SUDDENLY... 


HELP! THE 
BOX OFFICE HAS BEEN 
ROBBED. POOR MR. 
BARTON |S DEAD... 
KILLED BY SOME 
KINO OF WD 
ANIMAL... -! 


VCMON....| WANT 
| EVERY ABLE MAN 
TO HELP SEARCH 


A 
UNTIL IT 
6 DARK / 


THIS MAN WAS KILLED BEFORE THE 
PERFORMANCE STARTED! THAT MEANS 
ONE OF THE CIRCUS PEOPLE COULD'VE 
DONG IT! ONLY ONE MAN HANDLES 
ANIMALS WELL ZNOUGH TO MAKE ‘EM 
KILL A MAN! LETS GET OVER TO 
ADANO'S PLACE, PRONTO! 


WITHIN SECONDS, ADANO'S WAGON 
WAS SURROUNDED... 


$3 
gba OKAY, ADANO, WE KNOW 


YOU'RE IN THERE! COME 
au OUT 
Fy 


WITH YOUR HANDS 
HIGH 


EE . 
Lia, s 
MIT THE DIRT, 

A BOYS 


COME ON, BOYS! 
RUSH THE 


SECONDS LATER... 


WHAT? HE AIN‘T IN 
HERE! BUT...IT AINT. 
POSSIBLE— We HAD 
HIM SURROUNDED! 


WHAT ARE YOu 
DOING IN MY TRAILER, 
SHERIFF ? YOU THINK 

ADANO HAS DONE 
SOMETHING WRONG, 
MAYBE 7 


WHAT? 
YOU MAKE Tt 
BIG MISTAKE 


MAKE TRACKS FOR THE 
CAVE, BOY! 4 FA OUR, ITLL 6 


DARK ENOUGH FOF 
RIDER TO LOOK INTO THIS! 


BUT THE SHERIFF WAS THOUGHTFUL... 


| KNOW HE DID IT...IT HAD TO BE HIM! 
BUT | CANT HELP WONDERING WHY HE 
CAME BACK AFTER MAKING A 
CLEAN GETAWAY ! a 


AND AN HOUR PASSED AS THE 
SEEMINGLY CONDEMNED MAN 
PONDERED HIS FATE... 


AND THEN... BEHOLD THE 
SPIRIT OF JUSTICE, 
ADANO ANORIANI — 
AND GAY IF YOU 
VE BEEN WRONGLY 
ACCUSED ! 


WHAT MADNESS 
IS THIG—| SEE 
GHOSTLY VISIONS I... 
1AM /NNOCENT— 
| SWEAR IT / 


IF THAT IS TRUE, 
YOU NEED NOT FEAR 
ME! COME ! 


IN MOMENTS, THE GHOST- HORSE 
BANSHEE HAD YANKED THE BARS 


BUT THE SOUND OF THUNDERING 
HOOFBEATS AWAKENED AN ALERT 
SHERIFF... 


WITHIN SECONDS OF THE SHOT... 


THE GHOST RIDER'S SPRUNG THAT 
| MURDERIN’ LION- TAMER FROM 
WAIL! WE'RE GOING TO FORM 4 
POSSE... FAST! 


Viook—1HESs¢ B00T- 
PRINTS WERE NOT MADE 
BY YOU! THEY RE FRESH! 
THIS IS OUR FIRST CLUE 
TO PROVING YOUR 

INNOCENCE / 


DO YOU KNOW OF 
ANYONE IN THE 
CIRCUS WHO 

WOULD..,.UNHHH!, 


WHAT HAPPENED, MISTER? 
SAAY, THAT MASK... ARE 
YOU AN OWLHOOT ? 


NO! ON THE 
LAW'S SIDE! | 


| HELPED HIM ESCAPE, 
THINKING HIM INNOCENT! 
| NOW KNOW MY MISTAKE AND. 
I MUST FIND HIM / 


LL HELP You IF 
| CAN, AND THAT'S 
A PROMISE / 


— = = 
VLL SEARCH THE TENT WHILE YOU LOOK AS THE GHOST RIDER ROUNDED| My ONLY HOPE 
IN HIS TRAILER AND AROUND THE GROUNDS) | AN ANIMAL CAGE... 'S TO FREEZE... 
AND MAY THE SPIRITS GUIDE US BEFORE x NOT MOVE A 
INNOCENT PEOPLE ARE HARMED! MUSCLE / 


ATTACK, My PRETTY! 
THE MAN WILL K/LL YOU 
IF YOU DO NOT STRIKE 
SWIFTLY.’ ATTACK NOW... 


/NOTIME 10 DRaw— : AS THE WOUNDED ANIMAL STREAKED 

IS LUNGING AT MZ! AWAY... m= v 

MY ONE CHANCE IS 
TO Lenard IT 


Tow, You WuSt STAND REAL STILL, 
| LKE...IT AIN'T GOING TO HURT A BIT q 


| WHEN'| PULL OFF 

| THAT MASK OF /YOWLL BE DOINGA 
YOURS! “GRAVE DISSERVICE 
10 WUSTICE, BEN 


AU! NOTHINGS GOING AS THE STARTLED LAWMAN WHEBLED 
TO STOP ME FROM SEIN“ f TOWARDS HIS ASSAILANT, THE GHOST 
WHO YOU — HUH 7. « RIDER FADED INTO THE MIGHT... 


AWAY = NOW / 


WRONG, IL MORTAL! HE WILL SEEK 
ONLY YOU— ONCE HE KNOWS YOUR. 
| TRUE IDENTITY / 
A GHOST THAN | AM! I~ 
INUST KNOCKED YOU OUT 
A WHILE AGO / 


WHA 2 YOM LOCO 
OR SOMETHIN’? LET'S 
CLBAR OUT OF HERE / 
THE SHERIFF'S AFTER 
YOU, 100! 
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NOW-= DROP YOUR GUN; OR 
FACE THE UNMATCHABLE WRATH 
OF HE WHO RIDES THE NIGHT 
WINDS ! 


FOOL! KNOW YOU 
NOT THAT THE SPIRIT 
WORLD PAYS NO HEED 
TO THE PUNY WEAPONS 
OF MORTALS 7 


AND AS THE KILLER SLUMPED : ‘YOU WILL NOT HAVE 
TO LOOK FAR, SHERIFF! | 
HAVE NO REASON TO 
HIDE FROM YON... 


Ie GOT ENOUGH 
ON YOU TO SEND YOU TO 
LEAVENWORTH FOR 
TEN YEARS... 


AS THE SILENT, GHOSTLY FIGURE 
TURNED TO FACE THE DEPUTIES— He 
SAW TOWNSFOLK WHO HAD ONCE 
RESPECTED HIM - THEIR EYES FILLED 
WITH HATRED... 


1 SAY WE OUGHT 
10 STRING HIM UP— 
RIGHT HERE / 


YOU KNOW AS WELL. 
AS WE DO THAT IT’S 
A HEY— 
WHO'S THAT COMIN’ OUT 
OF THAT WAGON 7 


[war WOULD YOU CONDEMN Mé wirHoMT| 
A HEARING? | ASK ONLY THAT YOU 


NOT SPEAK, ADANO— 
| HAVE THE ANSWER TO 
THE SHERIFF'S 
ACCUBATIONG — LYING 

ON THE GROUND. 
BEHIND Us? 


OKAY, MISTER...’ 
GOING TO HAVE A 
LOOK AT HIS FACE... 


WHO’DA EVER 
THOUGHT IT WOULD 
BE HIM? IT DON'T 


| KNEW ALL 
ALONG THERE 
WAS SOMETHIN’ 


THE MASKED MAN 
WAS IN ON IT / 


SPEAK- DO NOT DARE 
10 HESITATE ' THE ANGER 
OF THE SPIRITS HAS 

LITTLE PATIENCE / 


(wny Dio you bo THIS Y SHERIFF! HE'S | 
Wey RAM 


YOU LIE, SNIVELLING 
COWARD’ NOW, YOU. 
alfa BEST SPEAK 


YOUR FINAL CHANCE 10 Al 


HE OUTSMARTED 
ME AGAIN... BUT | WON'T 
REST UNTIL THAT LIVING 
BEACON-LAMP IS 
BEHIND BARS! 
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| SHALL WAIT NO LONGER/CONFESS! 

WAS IT NOT YOU WHO ROBBED AND 

KILLED THE CIRCUS OWNER! THIS 
INSWER. 


is 


| RECKON THAT WRAPS /T UP 
HOMBRE! ALL 1GAN 00 NOW IS 


el i 


GDA 


The space station of the not-too-distant future, properly 
fitted out with working and living quarters for twelve men. 


ttention please. Attention please. This 
is Spaceport Control. The 5.15 shuttle 
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to Space Station 3 is about to take off 
from Complex 39. Passengers for the 6.20 
shuttle to the Orbiting Hilton Hotel should 
report immediately to Complex 45. The 
shuttle just touching down on Runway 11 
is the scheduled passenger and freight 
service from Space Station 6. 

Up to now, scenes like this have occurred only 
in the imagination of science fiction writers. But 
with the space age now well into its second 
decade, the development of space stations and 
re-usable launch vehicles to service them is a 
top priority. What are the chances that they will 
be a reality in your lifetime? 

Dr. Wernher von Braun, the world’s leading 
rocket expert, has predicted space tourism within 
30 years. 

Dr. Thomas Paine, who directed America’s 
space agency at the time of the first moon 
landings. says: “The Apollo astronauts opened a 
trail which many men will follow. The world 
stands at the threshold of a new «a which will 
see space flight become as safe, as reliable and 
as cheap as air travel is today.” 

And Arthur C. Clarke, the British space expert 
who predicted the use of satellites for global 
communications way back in the 1940's, con- 
fidently forecasts: “Sometime in the next century 
we will have space hotels, like the Orbiter Hilton 
in the film ‘2001’. More importantly, we will have 
space hospitals, opening whole new frontiers 
of medical science.” 

In fact, the building of space stations and a 
means of reaching them regularly from Earth is 
the next logical step for space explorers. Men 
and machines have reached the moon and will 
continue to explore it. But a lot more has to be 
learned about living in space before astronauts 
can venture to the planets. 


The workshop and laboratory area of the Skylab mock-! 


n reaching out to the moon, both big 

space powers have acquired a lot of 

know-how that will help them with their 
first space stations. The Americans master- 
ed the technique of joining space vehicles 
together during the Gemini two-man space 
missions—flights which also proved that 
men could live and work safely in space for 
up to two weeks. They have since perfected 
the docking—linking up—technique on 
Apollo moon missions 

The Russians, following a somewhat different 
approach, showed that the linking of orbiting 
spacecraft could be done by remote control from 
the ground. And they are confident, following 
the 18-day flight of Soyuz-9 in 1970, that men 
can survive without harm in space for a month 
or more, 

So the time is ripe for a space station launch. 
The United States has one scheduled for late 
in 1972; and it is possible that the Soviet Union, 
in further tests of its automatic docking system, 
will join two orbiting craft together by that time. 

The first American station, an empty rocket 
case fitted out as an orbiting workshop, is known 
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as Skylab. A mock-up of this craft has existed 
for several years. And during 1971 a test model 
has been subjected to all sorts of stresses and 
strains, first at the hub of America’s space effort, 
the Manned Spacecraft Center at Houston in 
Texas, and later at the Marshal Space Flight 
Center at Huntsville, Alabama, where many of 
America’s powerful rockets have been developed. 

Skylab, cylindrical in shape, is 59 feet long 
and 25 feet in diameter. It will stay in orbit for 
about a year, to serve as living and working 
quarters for three separate teams of three 
astronauts. 

Of course, the astronauts manning the early 
experimental space stations will not travel on a 
launcher that can bring them back again. The 
space shuttle has not yet been developed. They 
will reach Skylab in the Command Module of the 
Apollo spacecraft, the vehicle which has been 
used several times to fly astronauts to the vicinity 
of the moon and back. 

Once they are in Earth orbit, the Skylab astro- 
nauts will steer their Apollo craft to the station 
and link up with it. They will stay aboard for 28 
days, carrying out a wide range of practical jobs 


An artist's idea of a space station adapted from existing rocket stages. 


and scientific experiments. 

From their vantage point 260 miles out in 
space, the Skylab astronauts will try to probe 
some of the mysteries of the solar system and 
the universe. They will also be able to look from 
a fresh angle at some of the problems here on 
Earth. 


ne exciting experiment will be carried 

jout with a large solar telescope they 

will link to the space station. There 
are many reasons why scientists, through 
the eyes of astronauts, want to study light 
from the sun that is not filtered by the 
Earth’s atmosphere. One is that about 
32,000 times as much energy as the human 
race is now using reaches us each year from 
the sun. If only we knew more about this 


energy, scientists may eventually be able to | 


divert some of it for use on Earth. 

Looking back to Earth, the astronauts will 
assess the space station’s value as a global 
observation platform for air and sea traffic control, 
navigation and rescue operations. They will try 
their hand at weather forecasting, and with the 
whole world’s cloud pattern revolving below 
them, there’s a good chance that their predictions 
will be spot on. 

They may even have a shot at space manu- 
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facturing. This would involve making some of the 
things that engineers say need a weightless 
atmosphere to be perfect.—flawless welds or 
completely round ball bearings, for instance. 

After their month’s work in orbit, the first Skylab 
crew will crawl back into their Apollo spacecraft, 
detach it and return to Earth, leaving the space 
station unoccupied until a second three-man 
crew arrives for another 28-day stay. Later, if 
these two missions are successful, a_ third 
crew will board the station and stay there for 
56 days. . 

What will life be like in Skylab? Pretty com- 
fortable, by astronauts’ standards. The orbital 
workshop is as big as a medium-sized house, 
providing the crew with 30 times as much 
elbow room as the moon explorers had in their 
craft. In addition to their laboratory and workshop 
area, the Skylab astronauts will have a dining 
room, bedrooms and bathroom, enough cup- 
boards to make any housewife happy, and a 
big waste-disposal unit. 

Each man will have 50 square feet of space for 
his personal living quarters—a real luxury in 
space. Better still, he will be able to enjoy meals 
more like those he gets at home. And besides a 
greatly varied diet, there will be lots and lots of 
fresh water. 

From the standpoint of space fesearch, the 


A shuttle with twelve passengers, a two-man crew and 
supplies, shown entering the earth's atmosphere after a 
visit to a space station. 


41 


most important thing the Skylab astronauts wil! 
do is—just being there. The reactions of their 
bodies and minds to long periods of weightless- 
ness in the strange surroundings will be carefully 
measured and recorded. Scientists and engineers 
will join with doctors in studying this and other 
information relayed from the station to find out, 
first of all, if it is worth going ahead with bigger 
and more durable space stations. 

If the answer is “yes” —and leading space 
planners are already confident that they will be 
able to solve all the problems which turn up —the 
experience of Skylab will be taken into account 
in the plans for more advanced stations which are 
already on the drawing board. 

One big American aerospace company which 
has carried out design work on space stations 
says that a 12-man station with 10 years of useful 
life could be ready for launching by 1977. 

It would be 111 ft. long, 33 ft. in diameter, and 
would weigh about 80 tons. A Saturn V moon 
rocket would launch it into orbit. 


y 1980 America expects to be able to 

add extra modules to any of the early 

space stations still in existence, build- 
ing them gradually into full-scale space 
bases. Some of the modules need not be 
permanently attached to the station, but 
could be free-flying units which would 
returntothestation atintervalsforservicing. 
There might even be a sister station in 
orbit round the moon from which six 
explorers at a time could commute to the 
lunar surface, for visits lasting several 
weeks. 

The orbiting space base, when it comes, will 
be much more than a cluster of stations. It will 
be the hub around which many of the most 
exciting space projects of the next 50 years 
will revolve. 


ne day, perhaps 30 or 40 years from 

now, anyone who can afford it will 

be able to book a flight to the moon. 
Or take a trip into orbit round the earth for 
a holiday at a space hotel. 

They won't have to train as astronauts. They'll 
merely pack their bags and catch a scheduled or 
chartered flight—much like airline passengers 
do today. 

The craft they will ride in will be refined versions 
of the space shuttles now being designed as 
transport for the first experimental space stations. 

The Americans regard the space shuttle as the 
keystone of their whole manned space exploration 
programme in the 1970's and 1980's. They are 
pretty confident that they have already taken the 
first steps along the road that will lead to the 
aerospace liner of the future. 


It is a step that had to be taken. Apart from 
the obvious advantage of making space travel 
available to everybody, the space shuttle will, 
eventuaily, allow more countries to join in space 

.ivities without going broke. 


Wiin today’s huge rockets it costs £380 
to put a single pound of weight into orbit round 
the Earth. With space shuttles the cost will be 
cut to well under £37 per pound. And it will be 
possible to use the same vehicle over and 
over again. 

The present goal is a shuttle vehicle that will 
be good for 100 or more flights. The expensive 
launch complexes and ground support installations 
would no longer be needed, so that between 
25 and 50 flights could be made at about the 
same cost as a single Saturn V flight. 


et’s imagine we're taking a space shuttle 
trip round the Earth. We'll be launched 
from a pad under rocket power, but 
without any of the tension and drama of 
present-day launchings. Our craft will be 
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TOP. Two shuttles delivering passengers and cargo to a 
space station before returning to earth. 

BELOW. Some of the shapes proposed by engineers for 
space shuttles. 


an odd-looking affair, rather like a jumbo 
jet standing on its tail, with a slightly 
smaller plane mounted on its back. Both 
vehicles having short, stubby wings and 
rockets in their blunt tail sections. 

We take our places in the smaller section and 
are strapped in firmly for blast-off. It’s an early 
model so we have only about a dozen passengers, 
in addition to the two pilots. The bigger section 
of the craft the booster —also has two pilots. 

Later models will have room in the passenger 
section for 50 space travellers and will probably 
be as comfortable to fly in as airliners are today. 

It takes only minutes to reach the upper 
atmosphere, and we are still strapped in when 
our chief pilot ignites our own rocket engine to 
detach us from the booster stage. We hardly feel 


The space shuttles will be designed to take-off in one section (left) from the earth, but on re-entry 
it will split into two seperate sections (right) just like modern day jet-liners. 


the shock. Our engine isn’t particularly powerful. 
It doesn’t need to be: we have been pulled 
almost clear of the atmosphere’s “drag” by the 
booster rocket’s more powerful thrust. We have, 
in fact, thumbed a lift, piggy-back style, into space. 
With the two vehicles separated, the booster 
section is turned round and guided back to 
earth, where it lands on an airport runway, just 
like a jet plane. Years of research with experimental 
rocket planes like America’s X-15 and her 
subsequent series of “lifting bodies’ have pro- 
vided the know-how and the experience for this 
manoeuvre. In the early days of the space age, 
jettisoned rockets were burnt to a frazzle by the 
fierce heat generated as they tore into the ever- 
thickening layers of the Earth’s atmosphere. Now 
craft of the right design and construction, 
brought back to earth at the right angle, can come 
unscathed through the atmosphere every time. 


fe continue our journey, building 
up speed until our craft auto- 
matically goes into Earth orbit. Ours 


is only a half-day trip, so we circle the 
Earth three times, gaSping with astonish- 
ment, as the first astronauts did, at the 
beauty of the oceans, mountains and rivers 
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circling slowly 150 miles below us. 

After our three orbits are completed, computer- 
guided retros reduce our speed to exactly the 
right level for the earth’s gravity to pull us back 
again. With our watchful pilots to take over if 
any of the automatic systems go wrong, we 
return to a runway landing, just as the booster 
stage did. Within hours the two sections will have 
been linked again this time for a cargo carrying 
mission to an orbiting space station. 

Of course, it will be a long time before space 
travel will be available to the general public, 
even after shuttles are fully developed. Before that 
time space shuttles may have found a use on 
earth—as the fastest form of global transport 
ever devised. 

Engineers have already done some sums which 
show that the space shuttle could rival the 
proposed hypersonic aircraft of the future. A 
trip from New York to Tokyo by shuttle would 
take 46 minutes, at a cost of about 5p a mile 
per passenger. 

One way or another, it seems likely that 
shuttles and the space station are going to play 
an important part in man’s development —both in 
space and on Earth. 


(er w ill \ 


| fi THERINGO KID AND HIS: 
REDSKIN FRIEND Ug 
pg CON OF Ge 


THERE |S LITTLE THE REOSKIN AND THAT STRANGER, 
TIME TO WASTE ALL RIGHT, DULL HIS FRIEND EDGED CAN'T HOLD OUT 
IF THE WHITE KNIFE! WELL HAVE SILENTLY DOWN THE MUCH LONGER ! | 
STRANGER IS TO SNEAK DOWN MOUNTAIN SLOPE... WONDER WHY THEY 
2 SAVED / : " = DRY- GULCHED 
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penne. IN THE VALLEY BELOW... 
‘My GUNS—EMPTY! WELL, WVE 


STILL GOT MY HANDS / 


ALL RIGHT, YOU PACK OF 

! 4M COMIN’ AP 
TER YOU, SO SHOOT WHILE 
YOU'VE GOT TIME ! 


"you've GOT ABOUT 
AS MUCH SENSE AS 
A \ACK- RABBIT, 


HENSHAW / 


YOU,DOWN THERE! 

SHAY PUT AN? ILL ROLL 

THESE VARMINTS 
DOWN TO You / 


MEANWHILE A SILENT LARIAT 

SNAKED DOWN OVER THE 

SHOLLDERS OF TWO OTHER 
ICKERS 


ROPE HAS MUCH 
ICING! IF 


WHAT'S THEIR 
|ORIPE AGAINST 
YOU, AMIGO 7 


THEY AND SOMB OTHER HOMBRES 

WOULD HATE TO S¢¢ ME REACH 

COLT CITY! /M MIGHTY GRATEFUL 
TO YOU FOR HELPING ME / 


DUMP THEIR HOLSTERS, 

SPOOK THEIR HORSES AN” 

LET ‘2M WALK TO THEIR 
BURROS / 
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HALF AN HOUR LATER: IN THE SAFETYOF | WP ove Lives 


THE HILLS... 
“LL TAKE MY 
DULL KNIFE, YOU \ TURN, TOO! IT’S 
TAKE THE Fist ) me WHO'S 


LATER, FROM A VANTAGE J 
POINT ON A HILLSIDE... 


NOW Wé'LL Just 
WATCH AND WAIT! 


AS THE NIGHT WORE ON... | 


QUICK! A TRAP 
1S CLOSING IN 


AROUND US/ 4 


A Posse: | 
RECKON THE LAW 
MUST hye’ you 

iL BAD! 


HENSHAW, YOU 
GET THE HORSES 
AND LEAD THEM 

WP 10 THE 

GULLY! DULL 

KNIFE AND | 

WILL JOIN YOU 

IN A MOMENT! 


THE FOLLOWING MORNING, ON THE TRAIL TO COLT CIT™.. 

PWHEN | REACH COLT CITY, A LOT OF CATTLE 

RUSTLIN’ COYOTES ARE GONG 10 BE 
MIGHTY SAD / 


DID YOU RANNIES GO THERE 
TO BUY ALL THAT GRUB 7 


10 FEED A SMALL 
ARMY! ee 
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HALE AN / JIM, THERE'S ENOUGH HERE FOR 


HOUR YOUR FOLKS AND THE NEIGHBOURS, BH? | THOUS 


LATER...\. 100! SEE THAT THEY GET SOME! 


750 you'ee THE RINGO KID, 
iT | 
RECOGNIZED YOM: i 


oN ie & HURT IF YOU 


Yeu, THERE'S COLT CITY..AND 
12'S OLD FoRT greta, THIS 
™3 AS FAR AS_WE CA 


BREAK THROUGH 
Tee RANKS 


race THEse papers 

AND HIDE THEM 

INSIDE as TUNIC 
QUIC! 


SERVICE ! | SEZ YOU HAl 
A NOTORIOUS 


COLONEL HENSHAW. . 
| CAPTAIN CRANDALL ar your 
PRISONER / 


YOU'RE MISTAKEN, CRANDALL! Ive 
BROUGHT ALL THE NECESSARY WARRANTS 
YOWLL NEED TO CLEAN UP THIS 
TERRITORY / 


(LL FIND THE PAPERS 


| THANK 
IN ORDER’ THERE l¢ NO SEES OUT OR 1 fae 


PROVIDED Me! 


PERI 
Ligeia) wel i meer 
a 


es a SEEN GIVEN... AND, 
SMILED! 
YES, OULL KNIFE. . 
We HAVE FRIENDS I ‘IN THE [am 
acess / 


MANY MILES LATER: THE, 


{Look ! THE 
RODEO'S IN 


YIPPEE! 
LET'S GO! 


“STARRING 


TEX 
YEWALL 


HE WASN'T 
$0 GOOD...HE 
FELL OFF! 


OH, YEAH? VILL 
BET! CAN STAY ON 
LONGER THAN 

voul 


SORRY...ONLY 


COWBOYS CAN 
RIDE THE BRONCS! 


ANo So... 


GOOD THINKING— 
THIS LOOKS LIKE MY 
SIZE! 


"a 


WELL THEN, WE 
BETTER BECOME 
COwBoys! 


= 
Let's BOTH 
RIDE THE SAME 


OKAY! THE ONE 
WHO STAYS ON 
LONGEST, WINS! 


WE'RE WEARIN* 

COWBOY MATS— 

CAN WE RIDEA 
BRONC NOW? 


HERE'S A 
GOOD ONE! 


ANYONE 
WEARING A 
COWBOY HAT 
MUST BEA 
coweoy! 


NO 


WHICH way 


SENSE 


JUST FLOATING 
UP.HERE ! 


u 


COME ON- 
ET'S HELP 


LOOK AT 
‘THOSE COWBOYS 
IN WHITE 
SHEETS! 


MUST BE 
A COMEDY 


YOU CHASE 
THE STEER OVER 
TO ME! 


HOLD, 
Homer! 


WHAT KIND. 
OF PRIZE 


THEY'LL GIVE 
ME! 


WHOLE Give 
YOU ? THE PLACE'S 
EMPTY! WHEN 
THEY REALISED 
WE WERE GHOSTS - 

THEY 


SCATTERED! 


Wet TAKE THE 


BULL HOME AND 
PUT ITIN THE 
CELLAR... 


THEN WHEN PEOPLE 
ASK YOU “WHAT'S NEW?” 
YOU'LL HAVE SOME 
ANSWER FOR THEM! 


SNORKEL 


EASPY IV’ rolled gently on the calm 

waters. Only occasionally did the surface 

swell give rise to a white-crested wave. 
Then, gathering strength, it would rush against 
the vessel's side, before dispersing amid a flurry 
of foam. 

At first glance, SEASPY appeared to be 
drifting aimlessly, with little purpose. But any such 
impression was very wrong. Her mission was a 
vital one. For she was a_ specially-equipped 
oceanic research craft. Her crew, a team of experts 
who conducted an intensive study of marine life. 

It was not surprising that, outwardly, the ship 
sported few signs of life. All activity was pin- 
pointed to the laboratories—converted cabins — 
below deck. In particular, interest was con- 
centrated to the control room, where eager faces 
watched a small video-screen. 

“Sub-Rover descending to four hundred feet. 
All systems functioning normally ... ."" The slight 
tremor in the radar-operator’s voice reflected the 
general excitement. So far, everything was running 
smoothly. 

“She's sure picking up pictures like a dream!” 
one of the onlookers commented, amid nods of 
approval. In fact, he referred to a newly-developed 
submarine camera which, even at that moment, 
was relaying what it’s electrical eye took in, on 
to the ship’s video. The Sub-Rover was remote- 
controlled. 

“Lowering another hundred and fifty feet. She’s 
approaching bottom,’ again the voice reported 
keenly. 

Doctor Bennett, Head of the Research pro- 
gramme, drew closer to the monitor, inset upon 
the control panel. The screen revealed an as- 
tonishly beautiful underwater scene. Small shoals 
of fish; a weed which seemed to smother the 
sea-bed... 

“Take her right down, and keep your eyes 
open, everyone,” the Doctor looked from one to 
another of his staff. “Now we should see 
something...” 

They d/d/ But it was hardly what the Doctor 
had imagined. It was a great, black shadow that 
appeared suddenly within the camera's light beam, 


50 


and then—nothing. The screen went blank. 
Puzzled researchers murmured and exchanged 
glances as the controller snatched at a series of 
switches. His efforts were useless. Everything had 
gone dead. 

“Doctor, the Sub-Rover’s not responding. I’ve 
lost control!’’ For a moment, no one spoke. Then 
the Doctor broke the tense silence. 

“Gentlemen,” he said. “Whatever that shadow 
was, it has taken the camera with it! And that 
means many thousands of pounds worth of 
equipment and knowledge . . .” 

Gib hover was not the on/y new piece of 
lequipment to have intruded upon the under- 
water world. Some hundred odd miles away, and 
two days later, another prototype craft sank 
beneath the waves, But this one was manned! 

Johnny Webb, ace skin-diver and six feet or 
more of solid muscle, gradually pulled back the 
throttle stick of the strange craft. It responded 
instantly, throwing him back in his seat. 

“Say, Prof,” Johnny almost yelled into his 
mouth-radio, “what's this crazy invention of yours 
powered by —rocket fuel!” 

“Enough of your jokes, Johnny,” the quiet, but 
strangely authoritative voice replied. “This is no 
time for games. Get on with it!’ 

As he steered the craft ever deeper into the 
grey water, Johnny's tanned face creased in a 
grin. Sometimes Professor Wilmslow was plain 
‘cussed’. But, he reminded himself, as director of 
the government's underwater defence establish- 
ment —codenamed S.N.O.R.K.E.L.—the professor 
was entitled to his fit of temperament. 

Some twelve feet in both length and breadth, 
the craft Johnny piloted appeared like a square, 
with one corner as the nose cone. Called ‘Manta’, 
it took its name from the much larger Ray fish, 
from which it had also stolen its shape. 

Cutting through the water like a knife blade, 
‘Manta’ glided swiftly .and silently past the 
encrusted supports of the off-shore sea fort which 
served as S.N.O.R.K.E.L.’s headquarters. Then, 
banking sharply, Johnny aimed the craft towards 
a ‘floating balloon’ suspended from the sea-bed. 


Two projectiles on either side ot his cockpit 
housed explosive head harpoons, which could 
be fired by the press of a button. 

It was just that which Johnny intended to do! 

“Remember, Johnny,’” came the professor's 
voice over the radio again, ‘Manta’ is designed 
to be the swiftest and most manoeuverable of all 
small submarine strike craft. Make sure you make 
the most of that!” 

Johnny didn’t need telling twice. As the 
department's ‘quinea pig’ he expected risks. But 
he didn‘t wish to be caught in the blast from his 
own weapons. 

“Closing now. Target at seventy feet. Fire. . .” 

Simultaneously, his finger slammed home the 
button. Two darts of instant death sped towards 
the balloon. Next second, a sudden explosion 
released a pall of momentary flame. 

The shock waves visibly rocked ‘Manta’, though 
Johnny had done his best to clear the area. For an 
instant in time, he lost control. The craft spun. It 
was only a rapid warning from the professor, 
watching from the S.N.O.R.K.E.L. centre, that 
saved Johnny from colliding into the nearby 
fort's supports. 

johnny Webb blew his ‘stack’! He roared 

fitfully until he had wrenched every ounce of 
breath from his lungs. He was anything but happy 
about the ‘incident’ in the ‘Manta’ craft. 

“The explosives were more powerful than the 


The screen revealed an as- 
tonishingly beautiful under- 
water scene. 


professor had calculated, Johnny,’ the third 
member of the S.N.O.R.K.E.L. team interrupted. 
Lean and dark-haired, Slim Mizen looked ac- 
cusingly to where Johnny lay on a bed in the 
converted sea-fort’s sick bay. He had never liked 
the younger man’s casual approach to the 
importance of their organisation. He believed 
Johnny said too much. 

“Well for Pete's sake just tell me why I’ve been 
couped up in that underwater tin-box for the 
past twenty-four hours, doing nothing but firing 
at balloons!" 

“You'll learn soon enough,” a third voice 
answered, and both Slim and Johnny turned 
towards the door. Professor Wilmslow stood with 
arms folded, and peered at Johnny from behind 
thick-rimmed glasses. 

“Right now, Johnny, if you're feeling well 
enough, we'll all get started. There’s not much 
time...” 


Win the sea-plane that cruised confidently 
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above the rolling surface of the North Sea, 
the professor explained. He told Johnny about 
SEASPY IV, and of the Sub-Rover that had 
strangely disappeared. He also spared time to 
give a detailed description of the weird shadow 
that had settled across ihe research ship’s video- 
screen. 
“And you want me to go down and take a 


look-see, eh, Prof?’ Johnny asked, rubbing his 
chin thoughtfully. 

“Not exactly. Slim will do that, in SEASPY’s 
camera-equipped bathysphere. You will take down 
‘Manta’, Johnny. If that ‘shadow’ attacks Slim, 
you've got to stop it!” 
Pesce one hour later, Johnny Webb descended 

in ‘Manta’. It had not taken long to reach the 
research vessel, unload from the sea-plane, and 
get underway. Johnny was in direct radio contact 
with both Slim, in the already descended bathy- 
sphere, and the ship’s operator above. 

But he was not happy. What was the shadow 
that everyone talked so confusedly about on 
board? A giant squid, whale? Even as the sug- 
gestions occurred to him, he knew they were 
wrong. But he was sure of one point. Some 
hundred miles off Britain's East Coast, and on the 
edge of the Continental Shelf, something large 
and unknown lay on the sea-bed. Something 
that, possibly, he was about to meet! 

“Webb to Mizen. Come in, Slim,’ his voice 
echoed into his radio. “Can you see anything 
yet?’ From behind ‘Manta’s transparent cockpit 
Johnny watched the bathysphere’s search-light 
cutting into the murky-grey waters. 

“Not yet, Johnny,” came Slim's reply. “We're 
about halfway down. Keep close by with those 
harpoons. I'm beginning to feel nervous...” 

‘Manta’ darted around the power lines of the 
much larger steel ‘bubble’ which contained Slim. 
As it did so, a variety of small fish lanced nervously 
away. 

“Five hundred feet . . . still descending . . .” 
Slim muttered to himself. But the words were 
relayed to both Johnny and the professor, who 
listened eagerly above, on SEASPY. 

“We're getting very close to the spot where 
Sub-Rover vanished. Keep a good look-out. . .” 

Johnny was doing his best. But visibility was 
poor and ‘Manta’s’ smaller guide light only 
produced a glare in the water, like car headlamps 
in fog. It was then that Johnny noticed he was 
gripping the controls so firmly his knuckles 
blanched. He was biting the edge of his lip. And 
now, every nerve in his body was suddenly 
working overtime. He felt something was about 
to happen... 

Slim did, too. The tension registered in his 
voice over the radio.” 

“Five hundred and seventy feet. We're nearly 
there...” The words were dry and hollow. 

Still all was quiet. The bathysphere hung 


Johnny dare not miss. His aim was perfect, and with a 
savage hiss, the two power-packed harpoons rocketed 
from their housings and cut a straight path into the weed. 


motionless. It’s searchlight roving like an_ illu- 
minating eye. Johnny held his breath, as his gaze 
followed ‘Manta’s’ smaller beam. 

It was then that he saw it! 

A great shadow lifted from the sea-bed. For a 
split-second Johnny remained as though hypno- 
tized. Just yards below him, something crawled 
and shuffled, as though woken from an eternal 
sleep. Great, writhing arms of bristling growth 
lifted. A feeling of utter repulsion caused an 
ice-cold shiver that ran the length of his spine. 

Before Johnny could force a sound to his 
throat, the ‘thing’ struck. Slim Mizen had no 
chance to escape. One tip of that massive, evil 
creation sent ‘feelers’ clutching around the bathy- 
sphere. In a moment, the craft was utterly 
smothered. 

“J... Johnny! Help... ... AAAAAAAAAGH!” 

The scream woke Johnny's stunned senses. He 
watched the twisting mass of plant-like form 
settling over the bathysphere, which lurched 
savagely on its cable. 

“What the stars is going on down there?” the 
radio crackled into life again. It was Professor 
Wilmslow's voice. “Johnny, the bathysphere’s 
support line is straining to its limit. If it doesn’t 
ease in a minute, it'll snap!” 

Johnny did not listen to what the professor 
said next. He knew that if he didn’t free the 
bathysphere instantly Slim would be dead/ 

Already, more hungry tentacles from the 


monster-shape groped for the ‘Manta’. As though, 


having gorged on the bathysphere, the creature 
sought the smaller ‘morsel’ of Johnny's craft. 

But this time, it would be unlucky. Johnny 
roared ‘Manta’s’ engines to full power. Then he 
weaved between the arms of growth, like a fly 
before a cat's paws. 

He would have to act like lighting. As far as 
Johnny could see, the sea-bed moved with the 
weed-like form. And that, thought Johnny, was 
just what it was. He was being hunted by a living, 
thinking underwater plant! 

But Johnny was hunting now, too. He needed 
to find the plant's ‘brain’. If he could only dis- 
charge the ‘Manta’s’ harpoons into the heart of 
the growth, he might yet save Slim. 

Luck was on Johnny's side. Suddenly, within 
the limited search-beam, he spotted an oval 
bulge within the growth. Surely, it was from this 
that the horde of sinister tentacles stretched. 

Even as Johnny nosed the ‘Manta’ in for the 
kill, he knew why Professor Wilmslow had made 
him practice the firing routine until he was 
exhausted. 

Johnny did not miss. His aim was perfect. With 
a savage hiss, the two power-packed harpoons 
rocketed from their housings and cut a straight 
path into the weed. Even before they struck, 
Johnny weaved his craft upwards and away. 

The explosion—though stifled —was _never- 
theless great. Johnny needed, every bit of his 
strength to hold the ‘Manta’ under control. Below 
him, the plant writhed in the agony of death. 
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The sinuous arms recoiled and were still. The 
bathysphere’s power cables were intact. 

Shaken and stunned after the blow he had 
received when the weed form attacked, Slim 
groaned. But, from within his craft, Johnny 
grinned. He could hear the incoherent mutterings 
through the radio contact. At least Slim Mizen 
was alive! 

t was some three days later, that Professor 

‘Wilmslow led Johnny into the research labora- 
tory within the S.N.O.R.K.E.L. base. Slim greeted 
them, still feeling the bandage around his head. 

“You'll be interested to see this, Johnny. It's 
just come in from the SEASPY. They picked it up 
from the sea-bed.” 

Johnny recognised the small sample of weed 
with immediate distaste. 

“Just what was it?’ he asked, as the three of 
them gathered around the table, upon which the 
growth lay. 

“Take a closer look, Johnny,’ the professor 
turned over the three-inch thick stem. “It's no 
living weed. See?” He pointed to a solid ‘core’ 
within the opened stem. ‘Solid steel. That weed 
was a man-made structure, obviously set to be 
attracted to metal objects.” 

“Phewww!” Johnny whistled between his 
teeth, and glanced at Slim. 

“That's right, Johnny. That entire area of sea-bed 
was covered by the weed to keep unwanted 
‘prowlers’ away,” Slim continued. “Sub-Rover 
was smothered by it. | would have been, too, if 
you hadn't acted so quickly.” 

“But, why —and who ...?’’ Johnny began. The 
professor stopped him. 

“Some foreign power, Johnny. We don’t know 
which one. But it doesn't matter now. The British 
Government is keeping the incident ‘hushed up’. 
You see, someone had already made a discovery 
on the sea floor, there. The weed was constructed 
until its owners could return to get what they 
were really after...” 

For a moment, Johnny was puzzled. The steady 
gaze of the Professor's cold eyes revealed nothing. 
Then he uttered one word: “Gold!” $ 

“GOLD?” Johnny repeated, still none the 
wiser. 

“Yes, Johnny. The sea-bed is rich in minerals — 
worth millions upon millions of pounds. When the 
SEASPY’s divers brought up the weed sample, 
they also discovered that a massive gold deposit 
lay beneath it.” 

Johnny Webb didn’t say a word. His thoughts 
returned to the struggle against the awesome 
weed-form, of the life-and-death battle to 
save Slim. 

There was something strangely satisfying in 
the knowledge that the ‘killer weed’ was only 
man-made! 
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SEEEEEEEEEEE5EEEE 
So piso so 


What has fifty legs but can’t walk? 
Twenty-five pairs of trousers. 
What turns round yet never moves? 


A road, of course. 


1'M_NEW ON THIS ROUND, 
LADY. YOU'RE DOWN HERE 
AS'SMALL AND CRUSTY! 


SSS SSS)9)S1S)S)9)S)S)5)5)5)5)5)5)5)5) 


I say. | say. | say. 


. Is it bad luck to have a cat 


follow you? 


. It depends. Are you a man or 


mouse? 


. Why did the chicken cross the 


football field? 


. Because the referee blew up for 


a fowl. 


. I'd have you know that my father 


was an English peer. 


. Oh, that’s nothing. My old man 


is an American Doc. 


: 
F 


When is a brown dog not a brown dog? 
When it’s a greyhound. 


SSSSSS5SE55S5SESESS5 


QUITE AN EYE FULL 


Milkman. Tut, tut. How did you get that 


black eye, Billy? 
Billy. Your son gave it to me, Milky. 


Milkman. He did, did he. He'll regret it. 
Billy. He already does. | gave him two 


in return. 


WHAT DO YOU 
TAKE ME'FOR- 


EPP ERCSIOSSESUEIE ES SERES ES 


8 & 
SY TONGUE TWISTERS & 
& Sammy Sly saw six slugs sliding & 
S A proper copper coffee pot & 
y Tammy Trott trains tall trees 8 
y Could Kit cook a kipper, Kate? R 
8 g 
8 

B 


& 
CBBECECEBELELECEELEELEEEEEGEEE 


STAND UP THE BOY 
WHO TOOK THE 
PINS OFF MY 


LOOKS LIKE AN 
OPEN AND SHUT CASE, 
SERGEANT. 


There was a young man from Peru, 
who dreamt he was eating a shoe. 
He awoke in the night, 

with a terrible fright, 

and found it was perfectly true. 


John. Teacher says that I’m an 
‘average’ pupil. 
Fred. Well, my teacher says I'm 
slow but sure. 
John. Yes. Slow’to learn and sure 
to forget. 


=== 
ZA <7) 


A SUNNY ONE 

A man wanted to know where the 
sun went when it set, so one night 
he went up a hill and in the morning, 
it suddenly dawned on him. 


UN ORDER 0 SAVE H/S NATIVE 
PLANET OF ZENN-LA— NORRIN 
RADD BECAME HERALD 70 
GALACTUS — WHO DESTROVED 
PLANETS BY EXTRACTING pail 
TOTAL ENERGY POWER. 

MISSION WAS 70 SEEK Our 
UNINHABITED PLANETS SO LIFE 
COULD BE SPARED. GALACTUS 
GV NORRIN A PROTECTIVE 
SILVER COAT AND SURF BOARD 
10 ROAM THE UNIVERSE, BUT 
NORRIN DEFIED GALACTUS 
AND WAS EXILED ON ZARTH. 
MEANWHILE, HIGH IN THE 


BUT THE LIGHT, 
MASTER TH 


B VILLAGERS WILL 
ie! y_ 


BUT MAST 
He Monee tbo 
FAST, TH 


50 THEY CHOSE NOT 10 HeED 
A, WARNING,’ QUICKLY — ‘i tena 
If BLECTRO- RAY BARRIER 


PEASANT 20G5.NOW You 
SHALL Fed! THE POWER 
OF FRANKENSTEIN! 


THE SWITCH- 
THROW THE 
SWITCH / 


THERE HE 1S, 
AFTER HIM | 


BUT THE VILLAGERS WERE 
DETERMINED— AND OUTSIDE... 


\ 


BURN THE CASTLE 
DOWN, NONE ARE sare 
WHILE FRANKENSTEIN 


16 Auve/ 


"PERFECT! 
THAT WILL DRIVE fp 
THEM Back | / 3 


ANO YET ITIS NO 
ACCIDENT, HE IS VICTIM 
OF A HOSTILE MOB. 

‘MUST ASSIST / 


'@OF 
A 


AND A HUMAN 
|S TRAPPED! 


THEY THAT. HE HAS 
SHOW NO weney Cot NCMSHES TUE 
SHALL RECEIVE i NO, MASTER’ 
Z A...A GESTURE | HE SOUGHT BUT 
7 TO AID US! 


NO MERCY’ 


DESTINY HAS 


DELIVERED THE ONE 
' 666K- A VICTIM FOR, 
EXPERIMENT XX / 
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AND 0, WHEN THE SURFER ANE 
FRANKENSTEIN MET, THE BVIL 
SCIENTIST PUT HIS PLAN 
INTO OPERATION. « 


ACCIDENT, WHOM | 
r TRIBD 10 SAVE’ 
| AM A HAMBLE 

SCIENTIST, DEDICATED TO 
HELPING HIS FELLOW MAN, 


1 TRIED 10 HELP 
THEM— CURE THEIR 
ILLS — BUT THEY DIP 

NOT TRUST MB... 


1 T00, HAVE KNOWN DISTRUST / 


THE SURFER 
HAD HEARD | — | 
ENOUGH... 


BUT HE SHALL 
RETURN. HB SHALL YET 
62 THE VICTIM OF 


AND 60, A SHORT TIME LATER. 
oo 


MARER, 
| 688 HIM. HE 
APPROACHES. .. 


A PROBING LIGHT 
BEAM FROM THE 
GARTH BELOW. IT 1S 
ASIGNAL—/ MUST 
INVESTIGATE / 


BECAUSE | HAVE MADE A 
Tem Notes 
n 
seat. EEE Wee os 


1 USE A RAY 70 ORIVE 
EVIL FROM MEN'S MINDS — 
Ganeekous, ON ae ave 
ha H, 
THE STRENGTH TO suRVIVe/ 


| Wive HELP. BUT 


10 PROTECT MYSELF, 
| WILL SIMPLY EMIT. HE WILL NEVER KNOW THAT 


AN AURA OF COSMIC A My RAY |S A DUPLICATOR.| SHALL 
FORCE WHICH SHALL s je 
My BODY, 


SHALL USE HIS POWER FOR 
MY OWN @NDS ! 


THE EXPERIMENT WAS 
STARTED. ANP SOON. . ., 


BORGO 
LIFELESS CLAY IS. 
TAKING SHAPE. AND AS 
He LIVES — THE 


MORI LOOK, 
HE LIVES / 


| SENSE EVIL— 
AND YET | MUST LEARN 
176 NATURE ! 


BUT AT THAT GAME INSTANT. «- AND BREAK FREE HE DID... WITH. ] 


OBAFENING COSMIC BLAST... 
MASTER—THe My SENSES TELL ME cab a 
REAL SURFAR: THAT ONCE AGAIN | HAVE 
STIRS / BEEN BETRAYED. | MUST 
BREAK PREG BEFORE IT 
1S TOO LATE... 


V 
| HAVE CREATED 
UFE WHERE ene 

WAS NO LIFE! 


/ | FELT. MY POWER 
WANING, IN SOME STRANGE V) 
MANNER YOU SOUGHT 


10 DESTROY Me! 


MINE TO. COMMAND. 
P ’ AND | COMMAND HIM 
Pe Bs J NOW.,.70 DESTROY 
Y | 01D FAR Nee 
MORE THAN 

SEBK. | HAVE 
SUCCBEDBD, 

LOOK. 


\{ CANNOT BG. A LIVING 
REPLICA OF MYSELF... 


59 


"NOW, SLAVE! IN THE VILLAGE BELOW) 
peorie wo ware Me.’ } 


“LOOK-IN THE Sky. 
IT 15 THE ONE NAMED F 
ie) 


HI6 WILL IS YOURS, THOSE 
WHO CHOOSE NOT TO 
SERVE WILL PERISH / 


EVEN AB YOU STAND, 
ede seo 
MI 
Baer [ 


| MUST Be 
SURE OF THE 
SURFER'S DEATH, 
LACKEY — STAND 
ASIDE... A 


NO FIRBARM CAN 
me / KILL M2. NOW | 
MIST FIND THE ONE 
YOU HAVE CREATED! 


7” QUICKLY=—ON 
YOUR KNBES. HE HAS 
NED. MERCY, 


POWER MUST BE GREATI 


THAN | Tt ares \ WEAKENED 
! seth CEMBIOSION 


YOU HAVE NOTHING 10 FEAR FOR I AM  / 
FROM MB. BUT FRANKENSTAIN'S WITHOUT MERCY. =~ 
eR 1AM NOT Ca 


IT 15 FOR 
a IRFER ALONE 


INHIG HASTE HE HAS 
FORGOTTEN MY BOARD. 


GOOD, HE ct HE |S TRUL: 
td LIKE ME.. “Our Now 


rreeme.wemuer 
NOT FIGHT ON THE LAND 


FRANKENSTEIN HAS DONE HIS Jos. 
WELL— HI6 BVIL CREATION SURVIV’ 
THE IMPACT THE SAME AS |... 


So 


GR 
Pa Lé. IME Hi 
LE RAGED... \t A MBA Mitt Nor stor us... 


A AND 50, HIGH IN THE 
HEAVENS, THE GREAT 


. 
po ye 
C a 


IN THEY ¥e 
DARE To THREATEN YA 

. BORGO- GIVE JAY 
ME THE WEAPON ! 


AT THAT MOMENT, THE TRUE 
SURFER WAS PREPARING FOR 
THE FINAL ATTACK.» + 


gi Re 3] 
° = ZS ‘ 
Cg (ee 
e és iN aes? : 
OPA Now mere 5 
2o@,- D aeicguentee 
: abe Wy 
= =—| \ @. 
ae = 
\ - 
Na eg? = OUR POWERS 
ye e° ARE EQUAL. BUT 
4 X YOUR ACCURSED 
oe PITY WILL BE YOUR 
UNPOING . 
wan Ae 


4 

PLAGUED _BY CONSCIENCE, HE WILL 
SACI INYTHING 70 SAVE 

\ TUBE MINMAN NSEC. 


a 


KR 
AN QD 5 


5 


ie teear THe 
Hi a 
BEGUN! 


VILLAIN— LET THE 
oe Wait Wwewe 


ONE OF US 
HAS FALLEN. 
WILLINGLY GIVE. 


AND WITH ONE LAST CRY, 


THE 
EVIL CREATION WAS FINIGHEC.. , 


WIS MISSION COMPLETE, THE 
SILVER SURFER SOUGHT 
PEACE IN SPACE... 
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IT CANNOT BE. 
| WAS CREATED TO 
BZ YOUR BRLAL... 


JUST MY LUCK! 
THAT FILM LOOKS GREAT! 


BUT I'M STONY BROKE! 


NIGHTY-NIGHT, MICKY! ¥y 
PLEASANT DREAMS! 


‘S 


Pros 


: "Vi . 
Y YOU ARE DAFT, 
Yat MICKY! WHAT A 
SA\ LAUGH. HO, HO! 
Ci 


fr 


DON’T TELL ME YoU 
BELIEVE IN MONSTERS, = : 
MICKY! THAT’S STUPID. .! OH, YEAH! I’LL TEACH THAT'S WHAT 


THEM NOT TO MAKE FUN. . ! YOU THINK! 
FIRSTLY, V’LL 
NEED THIS OLD 
SHEET OF MUM'S. .. 
| 


LUCKY MUM AND DAD 
... SECONDLY, MY OLD ARE AT THE THEATRE TONIGHT! 
HELMET | WORE IN THE LL MAKE MOONY JUMP OUT 
\ SCHOOLPLAY..! % OF HIS SKIN! 


7 


ERRRK! W...WAKE UP, 
MOONY! IT’S THE MONSTER 
FROM MARS! 


I'VE A FEELING 
THAT MONSTER’S JUST 
MICKY. WE’LL SOON 
FIND OUT. .! 


YAAAAAGH! 

I'VE STEPPED 
ON SOMETHING 

SLIPPERY! 


OH, DEAR! 
| DIDN'T MEAN 
HIM TO FALL 
DOWNSTAIRS. 


COO-EE! 
ANYONE AT HOME! 
IT'S YOUR AUNT 
MATILDA. .! 


OH, NO! 
THAT'S DONE IT! 
sy, 

i we 
* 


LET ME OUT 
OF HERE! 


LUCKILY FOR ALL OF US, YOU 

SCARED HER OFF, MICKY. WELL 
DONE, HERE’S 
SOME EXTRA 


MAKING UNEXPECTED VISITS, } POCKET-MONEY! 


= 
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HO! HO! DON’T BELIEVE IN 
MONSTERS, EH? LUCKY 
FOR ME AUNT MATILDA 


BAHI.NEXT TIME 
| WQN’T SAY A THING! 


Ty 


eS 
C4 


SMILED GRIMLY, 
ONLY THE RINGO 
KID GOULD SHOOT 


THE POACHERS GOOP WORK, DULL KNII Fe. 

Ween ROUND, if KEEP UP THE PRESSUI 
GUNS IN 1B OVER WITH 

WADE. os 
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SPOOK THEIR HORSES, DULL KNIFE. 
ITLL GIVE THEM TIME TO THINK 
THINGS OVER, 


| HALF AN HOUR LATER... 


MANY 
BUFFALO, BUT 
TAKE ONLY THE 


‘A DAY'S JOURNEY AWAY IS A CAMP. 
THEY HAVE MANY HIDES — LIKE LEAVES 


OF THE TREES, THIS |S WHERE THEY 4 


CAVGHT ME. 


| DONT LIKE 
IT, TARLOWE. 
WITH THAT INDIAN FREE, we 
MAY BE IN TROUBLE. 


WE'VE GOT THE LAW ON, 
OUR SIDE, AND | AIM TO 
K@EP TAKIN’ HIDES / 


TOWARDS S/x— 
MLE GORGE” 


THIS HERD 
SEEMS PRETTY 
PEACEFIL, 

DULL KNIFE 


THEY'RE GOING 10 
STAMPEDE THE HERD 
TOWARDS THE 


180 SON. 
(OL 

THERE GO THE 
POACHERS! 
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[262 IF YOU CAN TURN THE 

HERD BEFORE THEY REACH THE 

CLIFFS, “LL TRY TOHBAD OFF fF - 
THOSE RAIDERS. 


THE GREAT BEASTS THUN 
KICKING UP GREAT CL. 


ERED OFF, 
IPS OF DUST... 


THEY RE MOVIN’ NOW. KBEP 
BLASTING NEAR THEIR BARS. 
GET “6M GOOD AN’ 
SCARED . 


NOW THE RINGO kID'S GUN EXPLODED 
ane THE ROAR OF THUNDERING 
HOOFS... 


HIT THE DIRT HARD, 
ANC STAY THERE / 


MEANWHILE, BY A SUPERHUMAN EFFORT; 
RIDING INDIAN TURNED THE 
LEADERS OF THE HERD TO SAFE? 


LET US LEAVE THAT 1G NOT OUR WAY, DULL 
THEM HERE... KNIFE. YOU THREE... MOUNT UP 


AND TAKE US TO YOUR 
CAMP. . 


VM NOT 
POACHING, /M 


VTARLOWE, | FOUND 
YOUR HIRED HANDS 
POACHING BISON 
ON COMANCHE 
TERRITORY. 


IF YOU CHECK THOSE HIDES, 

YOU'LL FIND '@M ALL LEGALLY 

SEALED BY THE GOVERNMENT 
GAME COMMISSIONER. 


THAT OON’T WorRY MeN 


NONE. I’M OUT FOR HIDES | 
AND I’LL TAKE ALL 
| CAN GET. 


THOSE TWO COYOTES ARE 


GONNA MAKE TROUBLE 


LATER, ON THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN... 


FOR US. FOLLOW 'BM...AND 
MAKE SURE THEYRE OUT 
OF THE WAY, 


YOU TAKE 
BIG CHANCE, 
ENTERING 
TOWN, WHITE 

BROTHER 


IVE GOT TO DO IT. LL 

SNEAK IN AND Gee THE 
TERRITORY 

COMMISSIONER ! 


; VM HERE ON, 
THAT'S THE WHAT THE..? 
COMMISSIONER'S "6 THe RINGO ) TRAP TARLOWE 
OFFICE. IL eres |S POACHING 
IN Lae lh BISON ON INCIAN 
LAND. 


EVERY SKIN HE'S TAKEN 


SERIOUS BUSINESS. HAS AN OFFICIAL SEAL ON 


IT. THE TRIBES ARE RESTLESS. 
HOW DID A a LIKE 
TAR (Ee GET 
OFFICAL SAS? 


My SEALS ARE RIGHT 
HERE IN THIS OFFICE. 


I-LL SHOW YOU..! 


THE OFFICIAL 


AND TARLOWE' 
SEALING PRESS, OCT IT.. mee 
IT'S MISSING/ THOUSANOS OF 

HIDES.’ 


AND WE AIM TO fegh Pile YOUR OWN HIDE ~ 


SKINS OUT OF THI WILL BAAMONG 
TERR’ etd (Serone we're THEM , TARLOWE . 


SUDDENLY... [JUSTIN TIME, ta 
DULL KNIFE / 


OOKS, 
wes be ee 
Biles NERS, 


COMMISSIONER, 


SIX MORE ARE TIED UP IN BARRELS 
OUTSIDE. WE GO NOW: WHITE BROTHER, 
OUR WORK IS COMPLETE. 
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hae 


UNDERGROUND [ieee 


pOUsTAN UNDERCR oy 
ni TN 


the London Underground system has 

proved the most efficient mass- 
population carrier in London. New lines are 
now being worked on including an extension 
from Hounslow on the Piccadilly Line to 
Heathrow Airport; the new Fleet Line and 
another cross London line from Wimbledon 
to Hainault. So, without much doubt, the 
Underground system will continue to grow, 
at the same time incorporating new ideas 
such as closed circuit television and 
automatic trains. 


By courtesy of London transport 


A what of the future? Well, already 
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The Land of 
the Giants 


giant, rough-edged swords. They form- 

ed a deadly jungle from which daffodils 
and bluebells towered skywards in terrifying 
splendour. Every normal thing was a 
frightening, menacing hazard. 

Three small forms moved warily through the 
deadly maze of what was a garden. They were 
humans; three of a spaceship crew marooned by 
the crashing of their craft. The forced crash- 
landing had left them on the hostile Planet of 
the Giants. 5; 

Everything looked like Earth. The same kind of 
vegetation, identical buildings and civilisation. 
Only size was different. The humans were 
dwarfed by a giant world inhabited by giant 
people. In proportion they only stood inches high. 

Steve, captain of the crashed ‘Spendthrift’, 
looked back to Dan and teenage Barry behind 
him. Without a word to each other they picked 
their path through the jungle of lofty grass. 

Food was their need. Food to take back with 
them to Mark and the other members of the 
party. The camp they had left was temporarily 
situated in a sheltered cave set safely in the 
roots of an apple-tree. Their journey towards the 
nearby cottage had already taken what seemed 
endless hours. 

The jungle finished. Suddenly they were 
moving over a plain of ridged concrete. Ahead 
of them a sheer cliff of huge bricks cut off the 
light of the sun. 

“The cottage! Now we only have to get in,” 
Steve said, resting for a moment till the others 
drew level. 

“We'd better get lucky,’” Dan answered. “Any 
ideas, Skipper?” 

Steve shook his head. Luck was the only thing 
required constantly. To them ordinary garden 
insects could be menacing killers. It was a world 
of fear. That they had grown used to it just proved 
their courage and the will to survive. 

“I've brought the rope, Skipper,” Barry said 
cheerily. His cheeriness came from boyish excite- 


Ts blades of grass reared upwards like 
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ment. “Here, how about me taking the lead?” 

The rope was part of a reel of thread they had 
found near a monstrous dustbin. To them it was 
as strong as a hawser. 

“Pipe down, young’un. You get too keen,” 
Dan answered. 

He nodded to Steve and took his turn at 
moving ahead of them. His instincts and reactions 
were safer to rely on. Barry shrugged and reluctantly 
brought up the rear. 

Suddenly they jerked back. With a noise like 
thunder, part of the world seemed to have opened. 
Door hinges screamed ear-splittingly. A huge 
foot missed them with only inches to spare. 

Fear exploded through them. Had they been 
seen? Every giant regarded the small survivors 
as enemies. Capture meant their imprisonment 
as ‘specimens’; something to be studied in vast 
laboratories. Even worse, they could easily be 
crushed. 

A crack in a low doorstep seemed like a canyon. 
They darted into it and crouched down, breathing 
hard. Shuddering footfalls were proceeding into 
the garden. Beyond and above the canyon 
yawned the space left by a part-open door. 

“Climb! Steve commanded. ‘Make it fast. 
It's our only chance of getting into the cottage.” 

“Right, Skipper! Go on, Barry. I'll give you a 
leg up.” 

Dan bundled Barry ahead of him. The climb 
up the crack in the doorstep was a feat of sheer 
endurance and skilled rock-climbing. The next 
scaling feat carried them over the threshold. They 
lurched against a doormat with bristles that 
formed an uncanny springboard. 

“Run! Make for cover!” 

Steve's yell was swamped by booming noises 
which came from high above them. Barry 
flashed a glance upwards and recalled how he 
had seen Big Ben in London. The sounds issued 
from a kitchen grandfather clock! 

inree small forms—gasping, panting, 

; hurled themselves for where shadows 

and cover loomed welcomingly. They 


drew back and waited until they could size 
up the position again. Near them was what 
Barry first thought was a swimming-baths. 

“A drinking-bowl for a dog or cat,” Dan told 
him grimly. “Animals mean trouble! They not 
only see us they can scent us out, too.” 

Their ears became accustomed to the many 
loud sounds about them. When all seemed safe, 
they crept from cover and investigated again 
Vertical pillars proved chair-legs; others —mighty 
as towering monuments—were the legs of a 
table. 

“Food!” Dan said, sniffing. “Fresh bread and 
cheese!” 

“We'll never climb the chairs. We haven’t the 
gear and it’s dangerous. Too dangerous,” Steve 
added. ‘Somewhere there has to be a larder—a 
store cupboard.” 

Barry called from near an obstacle which was 
actually a dropped matchbox. A long vertical 
slot stretched away to right and to left, being 
roughly at head-height. It was the crdck beneath 


“Food.” Dan said, sniff- 
ing. * 


resh bread and 
cheese.” 
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a giant door. 

Steve and Dan ducked across to him. It was 
easy to tell’ they had found a main food store. 
Familiar scents were so powerful they almost drove 
the three humans back. 

“Like a food warehouse! Come on, we're 
going in,” Steve was ieading. ‘Beware insects! 
Barry, you bring up the rear.” 

The gloom of the cupboard interior closed about 
them. They climbed to the first shelf, Steve roping 
himself to Dan and to Barry. It was like moun- 
taineering. One slip meant serious injury or death. 

There was fresh food in plenty; it was im- 
possible to miss it. Using Barry’s claspknife, they 
cut meat from a cold chicken of unimaginable 
size. Three bags they carried were filled with 
fragments which would .help the spaceship 
party to survive for the next week without further 
expeditions. It would need preserving, but they 
had their own means of doing that. 

“Right, let's get back!" Steve began the 
descent *We’'ll get out while the going’s still 


The engine moved a little at 
a time. Then—Braaaaaaaaaaa 


—and the red juggernaut 
roared forward. 


good.” 

It all seemed so easy. Everything was going 
like clockwork. Carrying a slung-bag each, they 
at last crept out beneath the foot of the door. 

They had travelled about three hundred yards 
when it happened.* The fire-engine, a bell 
swinging madly, hurtled from out of shadows 
formed by one chair and table. It was a death- 
dealing juggernaut, driverless; a hurtling monster 
of red. 

“Look out!” Barry dragged Steve from his 
balance. “Dan! ... Oh, Gosh!” 

His cry was barely in time. The slipstream of 
the speeding toy —it was actually that! —seemed 
to engulf them. They went flat and rolled over. 
Then paralysing fear had them back on their 
feet and set them running again. 

A second shape was chasing after the fire- 
engine. At least until it scented the humans. Now 
Barry realised what the dog-bowl had meant! 
The puppy, for it was little more, was larger than a 
primeval monster from the age of Earth’s dinosaurs. 

“It's after us! Run beneath the grandfather 
clock!’ Steve shouted, face white. “Quick! 
Quick!" 

The puppy skidded, trying to turn after the 
fugitives. Its needle-sharp teeth—they were 
terrifying fangs by Earth standards—meant to 
seize playfully but would have instantly killed. 

The fugitives dived beneath the foot of the 
soaring clock and heard a massive body thump 
against the woodwork. The excited puppy was 
sniffing and panting, clawing beneath the clock’s 
base with one mighty paw. 

“BAD BOY!” a voice boomed. “What are you 
after?” 

The child —the young giant was a boy —strode 
to where the yapping puppy clawea at the clock. 

Steve's party pressed back in the corner. They 
could see the .mighty clockwork fire-engine 
wedged against another side of the clock. 

“Is it a mouse, Fido? . . . Stay there, boy. I'll 
get the vacuum-cleaner. That'll draw or drive it 
out,’ boomed the excited voice of the youthful 
monster. 

Steve's face was like granite. He, Dan and 
Barry heard the crashing footfalls going away in 
search of the vacuum-cleaner. The puppy stayed 
behind, snuffling and clawing at the foot of the 
tall grandfather clock. 

“If the cleaner’s used, it’s our finish,” Dan 
said softly. “We might as well be caught in a 
tornado. The sound alone could almost destroy.” 

“| know. Yet we daren‘t dash out. The giant 
puppy will have us,’” Steve answered. ‘We'd be 
pounced on before we reached the back door.” 

Time was precious. Any time the young 
monster might return with his mother’s vacuum- 
cleaner. Barry suddenly had an idea. 


“The fire-engine toy! Skipper, perhaps we 
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could turn it—set it moving again. The puppy 
was chasing after it,’ he shouted. “It's worth a 
try! The puppy might chase it AGAIN.” 

Steve nodded. They reached the fire-engine 
where it had stopped against the clock at an 
angle. Its clockwork motor was still partly 
wound up. 

“Push!’’ Steve said. ‘Dan, brace your back 
and shoulders against it. The wheels are at an 
angle. If we all thrust together, the clockwork 
motor might manage the rest.” 

They all stooped to their task. Despair gave 
them strength and for once they were lucky. 
The ‘engine’ moved a little at atime... Then... 


BRaaaaaaaaaaaa...... and the red juggernaut 
roared away over oilcloth. 

“Wooof ... . Yak-Yaaaak!"’ The puppy was 
after it. 


“Now!” Steve yelled. “Run for the door!” 

He almost hurled Barry before him and then 
came out last from the cavity. The door was ajar, 
its bright daylight and fresh outside air beckoning 
them on. 3 

The puppy turned. It sensed their movement 
and abandoned its capture of the already over- 
turned fire-engine. Its rush across the room 
sounded to them like the movement of an 
approaching express. 

“The door! The door!” 

Steve's last cry drove his companions to one 
last desperate effort. Fresh-air enveloped them. 
Then the puppy collided with the inward opening 
door. 

He could have had them. Only his excitement — 
his real playfulness—made him misjudge the 
pounce. Weight and movement slammed the 
door, closing it firmly. The sound all but deafened 
the three humans who lay sprawled just outside. 

Steve and his pals rose shdkily upright. 
Swiftly they lowered themselves into the canyon 
formed by the ciack in the outside step. 

From inside the room the roar ot a vacuum- 
cleaner was now rising, and the sound was 
appalling. They still moved at frantic speed, 
ignoring the perils of falling. Later they again 
sought the cover of the lawn’s ‘jungle’ grass. 

.“Made it!” Dan said, finally breaking the 
silence. ‘““Pheew, it was close.” 

“Too close,” Steve agreed. “Never mind, we 
have the food.” 

Barry was grinning. He was cheerfully whistling, 
too delighted to say what he was thinking. He 
felt proud. 

“All right, young’un. Trust you to have the 
fire-engine idea! Dan and | are older. We haven't 
as much experience of toys,” Steve suddenly 
chuckled. 

“It's not quite that. It’s just that it was LONGER 
AGO, Skipper,” Barry winked. 

He ducked just in time! 


MICKY’S 
MOONBUGS 


